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While  the  wind  blusters  and  the  pelting  raiu 
Clatters  without,  shall  I  recali  to  mind 
The  sceues,  occurrences,  I  met  with  here, 
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Of  wildest  melody,  magiciau-like 
Awakenìng,  such  as  the  Calabrian  horn, 
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Now  lost  and  now  descendiog  as  from  heaven  !" 
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LA  CAVA; 

OR, 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  THE  NEAPOLITANS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

You  will  ask  why  we  have  preferred  visiting  La  Cava  to 
Castellamare,  or  Sorrento  ì 

A  great  want  of  taste,  doubtless,  every  one  having 
read,  or  heard  of,  the  fascinations  of  these  two  places  as 
summer  residences.  Castellamare  is  quite  a  miniature 
Naples,  with  balls  and  dinners,  conversazioni  and  con- 
certs  ;  ambassadors  and  foreign  grandees  agreeing  to 
make  it  as  fashionable  and  exclusive  as  they  can.  There 
is  the  steep,  dusty  Bosco,  instead  of  Posilippo,  the 
gardens  of  Quisisana  to  replace  the  Villa  Reale,  and  the 
favourite  country  ride  to  Monte  Coppola  where  a  corso 
of  donkey  equestrians  en  grande  toilette  rivai  the  attrac- 
tions  of  the  Chiaja. 
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Sorrento,  though  a  shade  less  fashionable,  is  very 
enchanting,  nevertheless  ;  the  society  is  rather  of  the 
Olla  Podrida  description,  consisting  chiefly  of  English, 
with  a  sprinkling  from  other  lands  to  render  it  piquante, 
and  the  escapades  of  rovai  princes  to  furnish  scandal  and 
excitement. 

It  produces  tea  parties  in  a  quiet  way,  musical  parties, 
donkey  parties,  which  after  half-an-hou^s  patient  riding 
between  high  stone  walls  attaiu  the  hills  and  country, 
and  boating  expeditions  to  the  Blue  Grotto  at  Capri. 
This  island  and  Ischia  have  likewise  their  several  attrac- 
tions — the  beautiful ly  picturesque  and  dirty  peasant 
women  being  the  Syrens  in  the  former,  the  hot  water, 
vapour,  and  mud  baihs  calling  the  halt,  the  maimed,  and 
the  blind,  to  the  latter  island. 

"  But,"  you  inquire,-"  who  then  thinks  Cava  worth  a 
visitT 

Very  few  people,  I  suspect,  and  those  chiefly  Neapo- 
litans  of  high  rank  but  quiet  habits,  and  foreigners  who 
are  like  ourselves  in  search  of  health,  and  are  content  to 
sacrifìce  fashion  and  society  to  the  good  cause,  to  attire 
themselves  in  plain  cottons  instead  of  costlier  garments, 
and  who  do  indeed  appreciate  the  beauties  of  green  lanes, 
shady  woods,  wild  mountain  paths,  and  glorious  views 
o'er  hill,  .and  dale,  and  boundless  sea  ! 


Oppressed  by  the  heat,  dust,  and  odours  of  Naples,  we 
entered  the  railway  carriage  at  noon  for  Nocera.  The 
line  skirts  the  bay,  ruthlessly  traversing  private  gardens 
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and  destroying  the  privacy  of  the  many  beautiful  villas 
ornamenting  that  neighbourhood. 

The  peasants  ceased  from  their  hard  fleld  labours  to 
gaze  at  us  as  we  sped  along,  and  at  Torre  del  Greco  the 
Windows  and  shop  doors  were  filled  with  curiosi  as  we 
glided  through  the  main  Street.  The  remaining  stage  to 
Torre  dell'  Annunziata  was  performed  slowly  and  cau- 
tiously,  the  line  having  frequently  given  way  at  that 
point,  whilst  above  us,  barren  and  black,  frowned  Vesu- 
vius,  in  far  too  dose  proximity  to  the  two  latter  towns 
to  suit  my  ideas  of  comfort,  though  their  inhabitants 
pay  but  little  attention  to  its  subterranean  rumblings 
and  to  the  locai  tremblings  of  the  ground,  shrugging 
their  shoulders  with  a  muttered  "  E  la  Montagna  !"  in 
the  daytime,  and  merely  turning  in  their  beds  to  resumé 
their  slumbers,  if  disturbed  by  night. 

At  Torre  dell'  Annunziata  we  separated  from  the 
Castellamare  train,  and  proceeded  with  another  engine 
inland,  stopping  at  Pompeii,  which  ìooked  like  a  huge 
sandbank  from  the  line  ;  Scafati,  where  extensive  cotton 
manufactures  and  printing  establishments  are  erected  on 
the  Sarno,  prodacing  excellent  goods  ;  Angri,  the  pro- 
perty  of  the  wealthy  Duca  of  that  name,  who  has  a  fine 
chateau  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  whose  Duchessa, 
good  as  she  was  lovely,  was  one  of  the  Neapolitan  beau- 
ties  celebrated  in  Lady  Blessington's  "  Idlerjn  Italy,11 
as  Principessa  di  Centola,  her  daugiiters  being  the 
reigning  belles  of  the  present  day.  Next  carne  Nocera 
dei  Pagani,  and  flve  minutes  later,  Nocera  proper,  a 
dirty  memento  of  the  Pelasgi  Sarrastes,  who  are  said  to 
have  founded  it  when  they  settled  at  an  early  period  011 
the  Sarno. 
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And  now  ensued  a  warfare  and  struggle  witli  the 
beggars  and  coachmen,  ere  a  carriage  could  be  secured 
for  La  Cava,*  but  this  haven  reached  in  safety,  a  few 
cracks  from  the  driver's  whip  scattered  the  forra er  right 
and  left,  and  the  three  fine  horses,  tossing  their  gaily 
decked  heads,  and  ringing  their  bells  merrily,  dashed 
forward  at  a  gallop,  when  the  crowd  and  noise,  the  fight- 
ing  and  hubbub  surrounding  a  Neapolitan  railway  sta- 
tion were  speedily  left  far  behind. 

As  we  entered  the  valley,  the  road  became  a  steep 
ascent,  the  mountains,  wooded  to  their  summits  and 
extravagant  in  shape,  closed  in  on  both  sides  ;  a  ruined 
monastery  or  deserted  hermitage  on  each,  showing,  by 
their  almost  inaccessible  situations,  that  in  the  turbulent 
days  of  old  they  were  not  raerely  resorted  to  for  prayer 
and  penance,  but  likewise  for  safety  from  the  Saracen. 
We  saw  castellated  remains  on  various  heights,  and  also 
numerous  turrets  used  in  the  favourite  autumn  sport  of 
shooting  pigeons  ;  when  flying  through  the  valley,  nets 
are  spread  across  their  patii,  and  stones  are  flung  from 
these  towers,  and  shots  fired,  in  order  to  frighten  the 
poor  birds  into  the  trap.  Many  villages  were  scattered 
about,  venerable  from  their  antiquity,  and  gleaming 
white  in  the  bright  sunshine,  but,  alas  ! 

"  '  Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view," 

for  nothing  can  equal  their  dirt  and  squalid  wretchedness, 
on  a  nearer  inspection,  unless  Ireland  can  produce  an 
equivalent. 

A  turn  in  the  road  brought  us  in  sight  of  Cava.  The 

*  Since  writing  the  above,  the  line  has  been  carried  on  to 
Cava,  and  through  a  tunnel  to  Vietri. 
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top  of  the  bill  being  gained,  the  fat  horses  started  afresh, 
and  dashed  in  gallant  style  through  the  dark,  narro w 
Street  of  the  town,  rendered  more  gloomy  by  the  arcades 
on  each  side,  which  give  it  a  great  air  of  antiquity, 
though,  in  truth,  it  dates  no  further  back  than  the 
eleventh  or  twelfth  century — some  writers  describing 
the  site  of  the  town  as  a  plain,  traversed  by  the  Via 
Nocerina  ;  others  as  a  forest.  It  was  afterwards  included 
among  the  possessions  of  the  distinguished  family  of  the 
Scazzaventi,  and,  in  J  394,  was  named  and  declared  a 
bishopric  by  Pope  Boniface  IX.,  though  it  was  not 
completed  before  the  sixteenth  century. 

Through  gateways  we  caught  glimpses  of  bright  gar- 
dens  and  terraces  gay  with  flowers,  which  made  us  think 
the  houses  must  be  better  within,  than  their  exteriors 
betokened.  We  passed  the  Cathedral  and  St.  Francesco, 
each  standing  in  a  square.  The  Church  of  Santa  Maria 
del  Olmo  containing  the  miraculous  picture  of  the  Ma- 
donna, the  patron  of  the  city.  We  crossed  the  long 
bridge  of  St.  Francesco,  of  which  the  good  Cavesi  are  so 
justly  proud  ;  and  avoiding  the  perpendicular-looking 
road,  leading  to  the  celebrated  Benedictine  Monastery  of 
La  Trinità,  we  commenced  a  more  graduai  ascent  in  a 
beautiful  green  lane,  cut  between  high  banks,  covered 
with  wild-flowers  and  creepers,  and  crowned  with 
woods. 

After  a  short  drive,  a  sudden  opening  on  our  left 
disclosed  a  startling  precipice  at  our  feet,  evidently 
caused  by  some  fearful  convulsion  of  nature  ;  the  opposite 
side  of  the  valley  broke  on  our  view,  dotted  with  villages 
and  white  cottages,  and  richly  cultivated  ;  while  a  rustie 
chapel,  isolated  in  the  foreground  on  a  level  patch  of 
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turf,  enchanted  us  with  its  picturesque  situatimi  and 
resemblance  to  an  English  village  church,  its  silvery  beli 
sounding  at  the  moment,  calling  forth  a  burst  of  patriotic 
reminiscence  ! 

But  the  carri age  suddenly  stops,  and  with  it  our 
eloquence;  we  see  a  large  porte-cochère  thrown  open, 
and  some  elderly  ladies  bowiug  and  smiling  a  welcome  ; 
peasants  come  crowding  around  to  look  at  the  strange 
"  Ingresi  "  (Inglesi),  while  chubby-faced,  euriy-headed 
urchins  peep  ont  from  every  nook  and  corner,  reminding 
one  of  the  fat  little  cherubs  that  look  out  of  the  clouds  in  old 
pictures  of  saints.  We  descend  from  our  elevation  (no 
figure  of  speech  when  applied  to  a  country  earriage  !)  ; 
are  salufced  on  each  cheek  by  the  old  ladies,  a  greeting 
we  could  readily  dispense  with  ;  the  peasants  kiss  our 
hands  with  a  smiling  (i  Serv',  'ustrissima  !"  (Serva  sua, 
illustrissima.)  We  enter  the  covered  court,  calling 
forth  a  deafening  welcome  from  the  peacocks,  turkeys, 
pigs,  and  chickens,  in  the  yard  beyond  ;  and,  finally, 
ascending  a  perpendicular  flight  of  stairs,  attain  the  large 
sala  di  compagnia,  bow  away  our  atteridant  hostesses, 
and  fairly  tired,  sit  down  to  rest  from  our  labours,  and 
realize  that  we  are  in  the  country. 

Yes  ;  this  is  country  indeed  !  Ali  nature  looks 
smiling  and  at  rest  ;  a  gentle  breeze  stirs  the  leaves  of 
the  trees  and  bends  the  tops  of  the  slender  pollards  in 
the  masseria  (vineyard)  ;  distant  goat-bells  tinkle  faintly 
as  the  flock  browse  on  the  sweert  wild  thyme,  which 
scents  the  air  ;  and  merry  little  children,  in  the  lane 
below,  are  revelling  in  the  sunshine  and  ali  the  happiness 
(?)  of  dirt. 

The  mountains  forni  a  solemn  amphitheatre  around. 
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sprinkled  with  pretty  villages,  each  with  a  tiny  spire 
rising  in  the  centre  ;  to  the  south,  the  hills  open  and 
disclose  the  houses  and  domes  of  Vietri,  the  ancient 
Marcina,  with  a  blue  streak  of  water  beyond,  dancing 
and  glitterìng  in  the  sunbeams — the  glorio us  Gulf  of 
Salerno  ! 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Casa  O  is  honoured  witli  a  coat  of  arms  carved  in 

stone  over  the  entrance,  and  is  very  respectable  as  to  . 
age  ;  as  Don  Alfonso  Adinolti,  in  Iris  "  Istoria  di  Cava,1' 
inentions  its  existence  in  1386,  in  the  time  of  King 
Ladislaus,  when  its  owners  were  rich  possidenti,  or  land 
owners  of  Cava.  It  is  built  Spanish  fashion  round  a 
court,  the  dwelling  rooms  occupying  three  sides,  and  a 
covered  terrace  the  fourth.  This  court  now  forms  the 
farmyard,  and  is  planted  with  orange  and  lemon  trees, 
and  graceful  weeping  willows,  on  whose  branches  some 
handsome  peacocks  perdi,  forraing  a  pretty  picture. 
There  is  a  neat  little  oratory  on  one  side  of  the  entrance, 
and  the  staircase  is  adora  ed  with  a  large  picture  of  the 
Immacolata,  before  which  a  light  is  always  kept  burning, 
combining  religion  with  utility. 

Ali  the  bedrooms  open  into  the  galleria,  which  is  very 
large  and  lofty,  with  windows  at  each  end,  and  a  balcony. 
commanding  a  beautiful  view.  Its  walls  are  hung  with 
black  pictures  on  sacred  subjects,  which  look  sufficiently 
grim  and  dismal  towards  nightfall. 

Some  of  the  rooms  have  elaborately-frescoed  ceilings, 
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with  painted  and  gilded  doors,  and  earthen  floors,  while 
the  more  modem  ones  have  plain  stained  walls,  and 
brick  pavements  ;  but  ali  are  adorned  with  pictures,  some 
being  old  family  portraits,  hearing  striking  resemblances 
to  the  old  ladies  who  embraced  ns  so  lovingly  on  our 
arrivai,  others  representing  saints  and  martyrdoms,  a 
bloody  head  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  on  a  salver  meeting 
my  eyes  on  first  opening  them  in  the  morning. 

The  colonnade  leads  to  the  masseria,  which,  at  the 
back  of  the  house,  is  on  a  level  with  the  apartments,  and 
here  a  brood  of  downy  little  chicks  run  under  our  feet 
and  petticoats,  and  some  canaries  look  sadly  out  of  a 
large  aviary  ;  here  also  are  several  cages  of  birds  de- 
prived  of  their  sight  by  these  barbarians,  in  order,  as 
they  say,  to  make  them  sing  more,  and  who  listen  with 
stony  hearts  to  their  sweet,  but  heart-breaking  melody. 
I  never  read  the  eleventh  verse  of  the  fourth  chapter  of 
Jonah,  without  ponderino-  on  those  mysterious  four  last 
words  : — "  And  also  much  cattle  V 

Nineveh  was  spared  for  its  "  six  score  thousand  per- 
sons,"  "  and  also  much  cattle  — and  will  not  the  bar- 
barities  exercised  throughout  this  land  on  the  brute 
creation  be  remembered  ì — cruelties  enacted  daily  with- 
out restraint,  by  high  and  low,  young  and  old,  for  the 
mere  pleasure  (?)  of  tormenting  ;  sickening  horrors  which 
make  English  blood  boil  with  helpless  indignation  at 
atrocities  which  cali  aloud  for  vengeance  on  man,  for  thus 
abusing  the  power  granted  him  over  "  the  beasts  of  the 
field."  Will  not  this  "loud  and  bitter  ciy  "  go  up  to 
heaven  ?  Doubtless,  there  is  a  reckoning  made  above  of 
the  wrongs  and  sufFerings  endured  by  poor,  patient,  un- 
resisting  animals  ! 
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The  present  representative  of  the  0          family  is  a 

prosperous  lawyer  at  Naples,  who  leaves  his  four  t>ld 
maiden  sisters  to  look  after  his  property  at  Cava,  and 
very  busy  they  are.  One  undertakes  the  cooking, 
another  cleans  their  apartments,  and  attends  to  the  live 
stock  ;  a  third  weaves  tape  for  sale,  and  looks  after  the 
silkworms  half  the  day,  and  prays  the  other  half,  being 
a  mezzo  bizzoca  ;  while  the  most  infirm  of  the  quartet 
divides  her  time  between  the  oratory  and  the  village 
chapel,  being  a  confimi  ed  bizzoca,  or  monaca  di  casa,  the 
finale  of  ali  old  maids  in  Italy,  who  adopt  the  dress  and 
habits  of  nnns,  without  belonging  to  any  particular  order, 
or  losiug  their  liberty. 

Of  these  four  signore,  or  eccellenze,  as  they  arerespect- 
fully  called  by  their  numeious  tenants,  only  one,  I  verily 
believe,  can  write,  and  a  yourg  niece,  who  is  maid  of  all- 
work,  is  equally  ignorant,  for  being  sorely  perplexed  the 
other  day  by  the  scholar's  barbouillage,  when  the  weekly 
bill  was  presented,  I  appealed  to  the  former  for  an  expla- 
nation,  but  she  coloured,  looked  awkward,  and  at  length 
begged  permission  to  show  it  to  zia.  This  damsel  adorna 
ber  thick  horse-hair  locks  with  fancy  pins,  and  embroi- 
ders  herself  sleeves  and  mantelets  for  Sundays  and  festas, 
when  she  professes  to  copy  the  latest  Naples  fashions  in 
her  dress  ;  on  these  occasions  the  two  worldly  aunts 
likewise  display  much  finery,  and  keep  aloof  from  their 
week-day  companions,  the  peasants. 

A  small  door  in  the  colonnade  opens  on  a  patch  of 
ground  cleared  from  the  masseria,  and  ornamented  with 
a  stone  table  and  comical  seats  of  the  same,  planted 
round  with  box,  shaped  like  arm-chairs.  Here,  the 
labours  of  the  day  being  ended,  the  good  ladies  hold 
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their  evening  receptions,  occasionally  varying  this  sala  di 
compagnia  by  adjourning  to  a  tumbledown  summer-house 
in  the  front  garden,  dusty  and  dirty  to  a  degree,  and  the 
residence  of  numerous  families  of  spiders,  earwigs,  and 
ali  those  indescribable  monsters  of  the  insect  tribe  pecu- 

liar  to  the  south  !    Yet  the  0  s  seein  to  enjoy  their 

society,  if  one  may  judge  from  the  chattering,  laughter, 
and  tobacco  furnes  issuing  thence,  and  defiling  the  sweet 
air  of  the  snmmer  night. 

Oh  !  how  delicious  these  summer  nights  are  !  How 
grand  the  mountains  look,  casting  broad  masses  of 
shadow  on  some  parts  of  the  valley,  while  the  silvery 
moon  throws  her  magical  light  over  others,  and  scatters 
diamond  spangles  on  the  sea  beyond  ! 

By  ten  o'cìock  scarce  a  light  appears  in  any  of  the 
villages  around,  and  even  the  fìre-flies,  after  dancing  by 
myriads  in  the  garden  and  lane,  set  a  good  example  of 
early  to  bed,  and  disappear.  Here  and  there  a  reddish 
twinkle  marks  a  roadside  chapel  on  the  hillside.  The 
peasants  are  heard  muttering  their  prayers  and  responses 
in  their  darken ed  huts  ere  seeking  their  rest,  and  the 
nightingale  also  pours  forth  its  vesper  hymn  in  a  burst 
of  rich  melody,  repeated  by  distant  companions,  and 
echoed  by  the  far-away  mountains  ! 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Don  Gio.  Alfonso  Adinolti,  a  monk  and  native  of 
Cava,  states,  in  his  "  Istoria  di  Cava,"  that  tlie  present 
district  was  formerly  called  Marcina,  including  Vietri, 
the  capital,  Citara,  and  Nocera.  This  nani  e  endured 
until  the  middle  of  the  fifth  centmy  of  Christianity, 
when  it  became  a  prey  to  war  and  devastation  in  the 
year  A.D.  455. 

The  second  epoch  lasted  till  the  eleventh  century, 
when  it  was  divided  into  the  three  districts  of  Metelliano, 
Vietri,  and  St.  Adjutore. 

The  third  epoch  extends  from  the  eleventh  century  to 
the  present  day,  when  it  is  subdivided  into  four  quarters, 
hearing  the  names  of  Metelliano,  St.  Adjutore,  Corpo  di 
Cava,  and  Pasci  ano-,  the  whole  being  known  as  the  Città 
della  Cava.  This  change  occurred,  I  believe,  in  the 
fourteenth  century,  when  the  modera  Cava  became  pos- 
sessed  of  a  Bishop,  and  took  precedence  of  the  village  of . 
Corpo  di  Cava  situated  near  the  Trinità, 

We  resolved  to  inspect  the  Città  this  morning,  and, 
enticed  by  the  shady  appearance  of  the  lane,  and  by  a 
gentle  breeze,  we  set  out  on  our  travels  directly  after 
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breakfast,  and  ali  went  merrily  as  marriage  bells  until 
we  reached  the  high  road,  where  the  dust  and  sun  soon 
made  us  repent  our  temerity.  Stili  we  would  not  yield, 
and  crossing  the  bridge,  numbering  seven  arches,  where 
the  giare  refleeted  by  the  white  pavernent  was  most  dis- 
tressing,  we  reached  the  town  with  its  cool  arcades. 

There  is  one  long,  principal  Street,  very  narrow  in 
some  parts,  but  containing  tolerable  shops  and  good 
houses. 

The  churches  are  numerous,  the  monasteries  and  con- 
vents  alone  amounting  to  eight,  three  or  four  being 
devoted  to  females,  though  only  one,  situated  in  the 
Street,  is  entered  by  ladies.  The  church  and  monastery 
of  St.  Francesco  di  Assisi,  standing  back  in  a  large 
square  near  the  bridge,  is  spacious  and  handsomely  deco- 
rated  with  marbles.  In  the  square,  is  a  smalì  antique 
Corinthian  coluinn  surmounted  by  a  cross,  which  was 
discovered  at  the  Marina  of  Vietri  in  the  seventeenth 
century,  together  with  a  gigantic  marble  idol. 

The  Infirmary  is  also  dose  to  the  bridge,  and,  like  ali 
the  charities  in  this  wretched  kingdom,  was  noble  in  the 
originai  design,  but  mismanagement  and  neglect  have 
sadly  cramped  its  powers  of  doing  good,  and  half  the 
wards  are  suffered  to  remain  in  disuse.  The  Dispensare 
belonging  to  it,  however,  affords  medicine  and  advice 
gratis  to  tìie  poor,  and  we  can  make  hocourable  mention 
of  the  skill  and  kindness  of  its  head,  D.  Saverio 
Salzano. 

The  church  of  Santa  Maria  del  Olmo  was  founded 
A.D.  1482,  by  St.  Francesco  di  Paola,  in  order  to  receive 
the  miraculous  picture  of  the  Virgin,  when  the  old 
chapel  of  the  Avvocatella  (or  Bucatella,  as  the  Cavesi  cali 
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it,  always^  confounding  the  b  and  the  v  Spanish-wise) 
became  too  small  to  contain  its  numerous  adorerà.  The 
Madonna  is  dark,  and  is  ascribed  to  St.  Luke's,  if  not  to 
an  angel's  pencil,  but  why  the  so-called  pictures  by  the 
Apostle  always  represent  her  of  so  swarthy  a  complexion, 
I  cannot  understand.  How  the  Madonna  was  discovered, 
and  where,  shall  be  related  hereafter. 

The  Cathedral,  at  the  Nocera  end  of  the  town  though 
imposing  without,  is  shabby  within,  and  ruinous,  having 
plaiii  whitewashed  walls  ;  but  it  is  undergoing  repair. 
The  Bishop's  Palace  and  the  Seminary  are  on  one  side, 
while  opposite  them  is  the  prineipal  carie,  the  centre  of 
réunion  on  summer  evenings  for  the  Cava  exquisites, 
who,  lolling  in  their  chairs  at  the  door,  smoking  and 
spitting  furiously,  ogle  ali  fair  damsels  most  irresistibly, 
spite  of  the  black  looks  of  their  duennas.  The  vegetable 
and  fruit  vendors  congregate  round  the  fountain  which 
occupies  the  centre  of  the  square,  and  there  hold  their 
market  rep*ardless  of  carts  and  carriages  and  the  comfort 
of  pedestrians. 

We  saw  several  shops  where  maccaroni  was  being 
made,  and  then  hung  on  poles  over  the  doors  to  dry  ; 
others  containing  a  large,  noisy  machine  for  winding 
spun  silk  and  cotton  on  reels.  Some  bakers,  where  a 
white,  dusty  figure,  conspicuously  elevated,  was  turning 
a  large  wooden  wheel  to  grind  the  corn,  exciting  our 
commiseration  this  hot  weather,  as  did  also  some  half- 
naked  beings  in  other  shops,  who,  sitting  on  horizontal 
beams,  were  jumping  and  plumping  them  up  and  down, 
as  they  turned  round,  as  if  they  were  so  many  crazy 
men  !  What  this  odd  machinery  was  to  produce,  whe- 
ther  to  knead  the  maccaroni  paste  or  not,  les  convenances 
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ibrbade  our  stopping  to  inquire.  So  much  for  Neapoli- 
ian  machinery  ! 

Odo  rifero  us  monks  and  unsightly  beggars,  country  folk 
in  picturesque  costuines,  and  la  guardia  urbana,  or  country 
police,  with  musket  slung  over  the  shoulder,  baskets  of 
fruit  and  vegetables,  heaps  of  water  and  other  melons, 
and  stalls  for  bread,  impeded  our  progress  at  every  step. 
A.  few  eating  shops,  whence  issued  savoury  but  not  appe- 
tizing  odours,  some  minor  caffès,  and  several  sugar  shops, 
chemists  and  barbers,  each  having  its  small  knot  of 
habitués  sitting  gossipiug  at  the  door,  smoking  and  spit- 
ting ;  and  I  thiitk  I  have  mentioned  ali  that  was  to  be 
seen  in  the  good  city  of  Cava. 

As  we  wandered  through  the  town,  we  were  suddenly 
joined  by  an  immense  bull-dog,  which  issued  from  beneath 
a  bread-stall.  At  first  we  were  rather  startled  at  so  much 
attentiou  from  such  a  big  brute,  and  after  acknowledging 
the  friendly  wag  of  its  tail  and  patting  its  head,  we  ex- 
po et  ed  it  would  leave  us  ;  but  no,  it  kept  by  us  perse- 
veringly,  looking  offcen  into  our  faces,  with  its  soft, 
pleading,  brown  eyes.  We  saw  it  was  asking  for  some- 
thing,  and  a  woman  noticing  our  mystifìcation,  said, 

lauohiflcy 

"  Ah,  'cellenza  !  it  wants  you  to  buy  it  a  panello  "  (a 
small  loaf)  ;  "  it  keeps  near  the  bakers  and  then  begs  of 
the  passers-by." 

We  could  not  refuse  such  a  request,  and  expending  a 
tornese,  satisfied  the  wants  of  our  new  friend,  which  there- 
upon  took  its  leave,  with  a  parting  and  grateful  wag  of 
its  tail. 

By  this  time  the  sun  had  become  most  oppressive,  and 
we  were  tired  out  by  the  heat  and  walk,  making  wise 
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resolutions  ne  ver  again  to  venture  out  before  sunset. 
Wishing  to  return  home  in  a  carriage,  we  inquired  of  a 
respectable  tradesnian  where  we  should  be  likely  to  fincl 
one.  He  bade  us  rest  in  bis  shop  while  he  sent  in 
search  of  one,  and  after  some  trouble  and  delay,  the 
vehicle  that  brought  us  from  Nocera  was  found.  How- 
ever,  the  driver  made  such  an  exorbitant  charge,  that 
we,  together  with  ali  present,  laughed  at  his  impudence  ; 
and  thanking  the  good-natured  shopkeeper,  started  to 
walk  home. 

There  were  several  proprietarj  (the  country  aristocracy 
answering  to  our  gentlemen  farmers)  in  the  shop,  and 
three  of  them  left  it  hastily,  one  exclaiming, 

"  We  will  serve  you,  ladies." 

On  reaching  the  end  of  the  town,  we  found,  to  our 
surprise  that  these  gentlemen  had  procured  us  a  carriage, 
and  made  an  agreement  with  the  driver  as  to  the  price, 
which  they  enjoined  us  by  no  means  to  be  talked  into 
exceeding,  though  a  quarter  the  sum  previously  demanded 
of  us.  They  handed  us  into  the  crazy  vehicle,  quite 
indignant  at  our  thanks  ;  and  giving  the  driver  his 
directions,  parted  from  us  with  that  excessive  politeness 
and  kindliness  of  manner,  for  which  the  Italians,  espe- 
cially  those  of  the  mezzo-ceto,  or  middle  class,  are  so 
remarkable. 

Unhappily  this  charm  is  fast  dying  out  among  the 
Neapolitan  nobility,  as  the  rising  generation  consists 
principally  of  "  young  Italy"  men,  who  adopt  a  swag- 
<jering,  "  devil-may-care  "  manner,  which  they  think 
very  English,  but  which,  happily,  is  not  the  characteristic 
of  an  English  gentleman  ;  nor  should  we  esteem  the  good 
marmerà  of  the  lattcr  very  highly.  were  he  to.peruse  the 
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columns  of  the  Times,  while  at  dinner  witli  his  guests,  as 

was   practised  hj  the  well-known  Duca  di   ,  in 

imitation,  as  he  fìattered  hiuiself,  of  our  habits,  because 
a  newspaper  is  sometinies  tolerated  at  a  breakfast- 
table  ! 
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CHAPTEB  IV. 

Cava  country-houses  are  entered  by  heavy  folding 
doors,  which  are  only  opened  on  high  days  and  holi- 
days,  a  small  wicket  in  the  same  answering  ali  ordinary 
purposes.  A  string  is  attached  to  the  latch,  which,  pass- 
ing  through  a  hoìe  in  the  floor  of  the  sala  di  compagnia, 
saves  a  world  of  tronble  to  the  lazy  Neapolitan  servants, 
and  reminds  one  of  little  Hed  Riding  Hood. 

"  Pulì  the  string  and  the  latch  will  go  up." 

It  has  its  inconveniences,  however,  for  often  at  a 
thundering  doublé  knock,  the  scared  domestic  rushes  to 
the  string,  without  a  previous  inspection  from  the 
window,  and  up  walks  a  gray-haired  tatterdemalion, 
whining  out  : 

"  "Cellenza  lu  Puveriello  !  Signora  Principessa,  a1  Ma- 
ronna  v'accompagna  !" 

The  beggars  here  have  their  regular  visiting  days  once  a 
week  to  each  house,  and  after  announcing  their  presence 
with  a  loud  doublé  knock,  they  sit  down  on  the  bendi 
opposite  the  entrance  (an  indispensable  in  the  country, 
and  affordìng  many  a  grateful  rest  to  tired  pedestrians),  to 
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gossip  with  the  neighbours,  or  busy  themselves  at  an 
einployment  illustrated  in  ali  "  Souvenirs  de  Naples,"  as 
essentially  national.  Every  now  and  then  the  cry  is 
raised  of  "  lu  Puveriello  !"  or  "In  Vecchiarello  !"  a&  a 
reminder,  with  sundry  raps  at  the  knocker  ;  then  a 
window  is  opened,  and  the  angry  servants  give  vent  to 
their  wrath  in  words.  Knockers  are  used  here  à  PAng- 
iaise,  unlike  the  capital,  and  I  observe  that  a  loud  single 
knock  announces  the  aristocratic  visitor,  while  the  beg- 
gars  have  a  rat-a-tat~tat,  of  which  any  London  footman 
might  be  proud  ! 

The  resemblance  between  these  and  Spanish  habits  is 
great,  as  will  be  seen  by  the  following  passage  from 
"Doblado's  Letters  from  Spain 

"  The  knock  at  the  door,  which,  by  the  way,  must  be 
single,  and  by  no  means  loud — in  fact,  a  tradesman's 
knock  in  London — is  answered  with  a  wìio  is  theref  To 
this  question  the  stranger  replies,  4  peaceful  people,**  gente 
de  paz,  and  the  door  is  opened  without  further  inquiries. 
Peasants  and  beggars  cali  out  at  the  door,  'Hail,  spotless 
Mary  !'  Ave  Maria  purissima  !  The  answer  in  that 
case  is  given  from  within  in  the  words,  Sin  pecado  conce- 
bida  :  '  Conceived  without  sin."  " 

Once  a  week,  on  Saturdays  or  Mondays,  another  style 
of  medicant  comes  to  sit  on  the  bench,  and  mutter 
prayers  for  the  souls  in  purgatory3  in  a  most  dismal  kind 
of  howl,  which  continues  for  about  an  hour.  Ali  the 
villagers  who  have  lost  relatives,  contribute  a  mite 
towards  paying  this  individuai  for  samng  them  the 
trouble  of  praying  for  the  souls  of  their  friends  ;  which 
proves  how  fertile  in  resources  a  Neapolitan  can  be,  in 
order  to  gratity  h;s  love  for  the  dolce  far  niente. 

c  2 
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Miserably  poor  as  these  peasants  are,  many  are  the 
calls  of  the  "  Holy  Church  "  on  the  weekly  pittance 
they  earn.  A  fat  old  wretch  comes  round  once  a  week 
with  a  book,  in  which  their  names  are  inscribed,  when 
they  have  to  give  a  few  grani  towards  paying  for  the 
fireworks  in  honour  of  the  Madonna  on  her  fète  day,  the 
8th  of  September.  Oollections  are  also  made  in  the 
churches,  not  for  the  poor,  but  for  the  decorations  of  the 
aitar  and  candles  for  the  images. 

Those  peasants  who  have  no  fìeld  labours,  start  by 
daybreak  for  the  mountains,  where  they  pay  for  the 
right  of  collecting  ali  the  grass  and  weeds  on  a  certain 
portion  of  land.  This  they  carry  home  in  the  evening 
on  their  heads,  when  it  is  first  dried  in  the  sun,  and 
then  twisted  into  rolls  like  a  skein  of  silk  or  cotton. 
These  are  stored  in  their  hovels  (already  occupied  by  a 
large  bed,  the  wife's  loom,  chickens,  and  children,  with 
no  outlet  for  smoke,  when  cooking,  but  the  door),  and  in 
the  winter  are  sold  for  the  cattle  at  one  grano,  or  one 
and  a  half  each,  about  a  halfpenny.  The  women  spin 
and  weave  from  dawn  till  sunset,  occasionally  assisted  by 
their  husbands  ;  but,  silice  the  introduction  of  machinery 
at  Salerno,  they  can  only  earn  a  mere  pittance  by  the 
hardest  toil,  and  consequently  attribute  every  possible 
and  impossible  evil  to  the  use  of  steam,  which,  in  their 
pitiable  ignorali  ce,  they  almost  regard  as \  imcanny \  Poor 
creatures  !  who  can  wonder  at  them  ì 

Last  evening,  a  nice-looking  young  woman  joined  us. 
in  our  walk,  partly  from  curiosity  (the  Neapolitans  being 
intensely  inquisitive),  partly  from  the  familiarity  naturai 
to  the  lower  orders,  thouodi  it  never  degenerates  to 
impertinence.    She  opened  the  campaign  by  inquiring 
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whether  we  were  the  Ingresi  recently  arrived  at  Casa 
0--  ?    I  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Was  that  lady  my  mother?" 

Yes,  again. 

"  She  was  told  we  had  a  cameriera,  was  it  trae?" 

Yes,  it  was  true,  but  she  was  very  curious  ;  had 
she  never  seen  Ingresi  before. 

"Ah!  'ustrissima*  gFIngresi  hanno  certe  faccie 
janche  e  capilli  cosi  biunni  !" 

(Ah  !  illustrious  !  the  English  have  such  white  faces 
and  fair  hair  !) 

"  Mille  grazie,  but  English  ladies  have  no  taste  for 
flattery  ;"  upon  which  she  displayed  a  doublé  row  of  white 
teeth  in  a  merry  laugh,  and  seeing  us  look  longingly  at 
some  myrtle,  which  appeared  unattainable,  she  drew  her 
clasp  knife  from  her  pocket,  and  scrambling  up  the  bank, 
soon  cut  us  a  large  bunch  of  it.  This  sealed  our  friend- 
ship  ;  she  opened  her  apron  to  show  her  purchases  at  the 
Città  :  a  few  onions,  a  long  roll  of  hard  Indian  corn 
bread,  and  some  half-ripe  plums,  while  she  carried  a  tiny 
bottle  of  oil  in  her  disengaged  band. 

"  Pigliate  !  'saggiate  !" 

But  I  resisted  the  temptation  with  many  thanks. 
"  Ah  !  these  things  are  too  common  for  vostra  ecce- 
lenza;  but  what  else  can  we  poverelle  get  !" 
"  Do  you  weave  ?" 

"  'Gnor'  sì"  (signora  sì)  ;  "  but  times  are  hard,  and  we 
cannot  obtain  work  now  that  everything  is  made  by 
machina  at  Salerno." 

*  At  Cava,  the  peasants  always  called  us  illustrissima  !  whereas 

the  0  's  were  called  eccelenza,  and  I  could  not  understand  the 

distinction  ;  at  Naples,  the  latter  alone  is  used. 
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"  How  mudi  can  you  weave  in  a  day  V 

"  Due  canne,  faticanno  da  mattina,  fin  'a  sera  !"* 
(about  four  and  a  half  yards,  working  from  morning  till 
night). 

"  And  how  many  canne  make  a  piece  Vy 
"  Trenta,  'ustrissima.11 

"  How  are  you  paid — by  the  week,  or  by  the  piece  V 
"Ah!  signora  mia  !  by  the  piece  ;  we  used  to  get  a 
dollar  and  a  half,  or  more,  but  now  few  will  buy  it,  and 
I  have  just  taken  a  piece  to  the  Città,  and  received 
seventy-five  grani  for  it  !" 

Half-a-crown  !  poor  soul  !  We  gave  her  a  trine,  and 
sent  her  on  her  way  rejoicing.  The  O — — 's  told  us  that 
her  story  was  substantially  correct,  though  at  times  they 
receive  about  a  dollar,  four  shillings  for  a  piece  of  cloth  j 
but  what  is  that  ì  Supposing  they  can  weave  two  canne 
a  day,  they  must  exist  on  about  threepence  halfpenny 
a  day  ;  no  wonder  they  live  on  black  bread,  raw  onions, 
and  cabbage  stumps  ! 

*  I  do  not  pretend  to  make  Neapolitans  speak  good  Italiaii;, 
which  is  like  one  of  the  "dead"  languages  to  them. 
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CHAPTER  V.  * 

This  evening  we  started  on  ponies  for  a  hermitage  on 
Monte  Castello,  called  "  Santa  Maria  a  Tuoro,"  the  scene 
of  a  country  festa.  The  air  was  cool  and  pleasant, 
scented  by  the  many  wild  flowers  and  herbs  covering 
the  banks,  while  the  feeling  of  exhilaration  e  ver  occa- 
sioned  by  a  gallop,  if  only  on  a  country  pony,  enhanced 
the  pleasure  of  the  expedition.  The  wild  flowers  are 
truly  lovely,  while  the  grasses  grow  in  endless  variety  ; 
eleven  different  kinds  are  now  in  a  glass  before  me  as  I 
write,  and  they  are  so  frail  and  delicate,  that,  to  my 
taste,  they  surpass  ali  other  flowers,  and  forni  a  fairy- 
like  bouquet. 

On  reaching  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  the  road  became 
rocky  and  broken,  but  our  little  steeds  never  slackened 
their  steady  progress,  nor  stumbled,  though  my  heart 
often  "  rose  into  my  rnouth,"  as  they  climbed  the  rough 
steps.  However,  when  half-way  up  the  ascent,  the  path 
turned  off  through  a  wood,  green  and  level,  and  we  soon 
reached  our  destination,  which  was  crowded  with  pea- 
sants  in  holiday  attire  ;  the  women  laden  with  gold 
chains  and  rings,  and  large,  weighty  ear-rings,  with  the 
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brightest  of  silk  aprons  and  jackets,  while  their  hus- 
bands,  unused  to  the  restraint  of  shoes  and  stockings, 
looked  awkward  and  uncomfortable,  despite  their  best 
clothes.  It  is  always  a  mystery  to  me  how  these  poor 
ereatures  contrive  to  force  their  feet  into  shoes  on  Sun- 
days  and  fète  days,  after  going  without  ali  other  days  of 
the  week  ! 

The  view  of  the  valley  was  beautiful,  opening  towards 
Nocera,  and  the  scene  picturesque  in  the  extreme,  as  the 
holiday  makers  were  scattered  through  the  wood  and 
over  the  hillside  (after  first  saying  a  few  prayers  in  the 
almost-ruined  chapel),  either  dancing  the  Tarantella,  or 
sitting  in  family  parties  to  eat  their  dainty  repasts.  At 
Cava,  one  never  sees  the  lads  and  lasses  walking,  or  even 
dancing  together,  as  the  priests  will  not  allow  such  immo- 
ralìty.  On  our  first  arrivai,  they  used  to  enjoy  the 
Tarantella  on  a  Sunday  evening,  some  young  men  joining 
in  the  amusement,  but  the  parish  priest  passing  by,  gave 
them  a  scolding,  and  ever  after  the  women  danced  toge- 
ther, or  husbands  and  wives,  and  even  this  ceased  if  he 
carne  in  sight.  I  thought  it  an  innocent  recreation  after 
a  week's  hard  toil,  but  the  same  opinion  prevails  in  our 
own  land,  where  the  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Vice, 
after  putting  a  stop  to  ali  rural  games  of  good  old 
memory,  send  the  poor  to  the  countless  public-houses 
which  are  ever  at  hand,  ever  open  1 

There  were  numerous  gingerbread  stalls,  well  stocked 
with  filberts,  almond  cakes,  and  other  delicacies  ;  acqua 
fresca  was  also  cried,  and  piles  of  beautiful  water-melons 
lay  on  the  green  turf,  while  a  few  were  cut  open  on 
tables  ;  the  cold,  juicy,  scarlet  centres  and  black  seeds 
contrasted  with  the  dark  oreen  rinds,  looking  really 
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lovely  and  sufficiently  tempting.  This  fruit,  though 
tasteless,  is  very  refreshing  in  the  suramer  from  being 
always  so  cold,  and  is  an  inestimable  boon  to  the  poor  in 
this  hot  climate. 

Our  guide  feeling  hungry,  through  sympathy,  I  suppose, 
with  the  revellers  around  us,  drew  forth  from  his  pocket 
a  large  Bologna  sausage  and  a  clasp  knife,  and  informing 
ine  it  was  excellent,  requested  I  would  partake  of  it  ; 
I  refused,  with  many  thanks  ;  but  he  continued  his  soli- 
citation  forawhile,  evidently  thinking  me  a  most  taste- 
less person,  and  an  object  of  commiseration.  Leaving 
him  to  eat  his  meal  in  peace,  I  sat  on  the  quiet  pony 
looking  at  the  scene  before  me,  while  my  thoughts 
gradually  travelled  back  to  very  different  times  and 
sceneSj  which  this  little  chapel  had  witnessed  ! 

It  was  erected  by  St.  Adjutore.  for  the  greater  con- 
venience  of  those  devout  followers,  who  visited  him  in 
his  mountain  fastness,  and  who,  in  spite  of  the  perse- 
cutions  of  the  fifth  century,  and  the  danger  attending 
its  exercise,  stili  clung  faithfully  to  their  religion. 

St.  Adjutore  was  one  of  the  twelve  Bishops  exiled 
from  Africa  by  G-enseric,  King  of  the  Vandals,  for 
refusing  to  subscribe  to  the  Arian  heresy  which  he 
supported.  Polverino,  in  his  "  Istoria  di  S.  Adjutore," 
pp.  121  and  172,  gives  their  names  as  follows  : — 
"  Oastrese,  Adjutore,  Prisco,  Tammaro,  Bosio,  Eraclio, 
Secondino,  Marco,  Augusto,  Elpidio,  Canione,  and 
V^idcmo."* 

In  the  month  of  May,  A.D.  439,  they  were  embarked 

*  See,  also,  Casaburi,  "  Ist.  di  Marcina,"  and  "  Summonte," 
toni,  i.,  p.  352. 
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in  a  leaky  boat  by  the  prefect  Tiranno,  and.  committed  to 
the  tender  mercies  of  the  waves  and  the  sufferings  of  a 
lingering  death  ;  but  Providence  ordered  otherwise,  and 
friendly  winds  guided  their  frail  bark,  and  allowed  them 
to  land  safely  on  the  shores  of  the  Campania  of  Naples, 
where  they  were  hospitably  received  and  sheltered  by  the 
natives.  They  then  separated,  and  wandered  about  the 
country  to  preach  the  Gospel.  Authorities  differ  as  to 
the  choice  of  St.  Adjutore,  some  stating  that  it  was 
Santo  Ajitoro,  in  Aversa  ;  others,  that  he  first  governed 
the  people  of  Beneventani,  and  afterwards  carne  to 
Marcina,  while  Summonte  declares  that  the  saint  gave  the 
preference  to  Cava,  where  he  erected  the  first  Christian 
church.  "  A.D.  445,  ten  years  before  the  destruction  of 
Marcina,  carne  St.  Adjutore  to  preach  the  Gospel  in 
these  coasts."* 

On  the  destruction  of  the  ancient  Marcina,  A.D.  455, 
the  Bishop  (according  to  the  sanie  authority),  accompa- 
nied  by  the  surviving  "  Marcinese,"  sought  a  refuge  on 
this  rugged,  sugarloaf  mountain,  on  whose  summit  he 
erected  the  first  Christian  place  of  worship  (destroyed  in 
1587),  and  the  castle  bearing  his  name,  which  is  now  a 
mere  ruin,  for  their  security.  Uyhelli  and  Galanti, 
however,  differ  from  the  above,  and  point  out  the  grottos 
of  Bunea  as  their  retreat.-f- 

The  Castle  of  St.  Adjutore  is  evidently  of  great  anti- 
quity,  being  a  mere  ruin,  while  that  of  St.  Severino,  at 
Salerno,  and  the  one  at  Corpo  di  Cava,  are  both  in  good 
preservation. 

Once  a  year  the  priests  ascend  the  mountain  to  the 
*  Summonte.    Tom.  i.,  p.  352. 

f  Orazio  Casaburi.    "  Rae.  Sto.  della  Città  di  Marcina." 
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very  summit  in  procession  at  nightfall,  to  visit  the 
ruined  Capella  di  St.  Adjutore  and  the  Castle,  from 
which  guns  are  fired  ali  day  and  night,  while  the  torches 
winding  round  the  mountain 's  side  have  a  striking  and 
pretty  effect.  But  what  they  do  on  that  elevated  posi- 
tion  I  cannot  teli,  for  at  sunset  ali  women  are  ignomi- 
niously  chassées  from  the  vicinity  of  the  Mount  ;  so 
that,  on  that  occasion,  I  could  only  content  myself  by 

joining  the  0  's  at  their  window  to  watch  the  distant 

lights,  and  inveigh  against  sudi  Gothic  proceedings, 
while  they,  i.  e.,  the  worldly  ones  of  the  party,  declarecl 
the  good  fathers  had  a  rare  supper  prepared  for  them  at 
their  journey's  end,  instead  of  performing  a  mass,  as  I 
had  imagined  in  my  innocence. 

As  the  good  saint  of  old  doubtless  did  not  provide 
suppers  for  the  devout,  I  suppose  he  erected  this  Her- 
mitage  of  Santa  Maria  a  Tuoro,  half  way  up  the  moun- 
tain to  avoid  such  a  necessity,  though  to  judge  from  the 
feasting  this  evening,  eating  goes  hand-in-hand  with 
religion  in  these  modem  days,  whether  the  pilgrimage 
be  toilsome  or  easy  ! 

And  now,  seeing  that  our  guide  had  refreshed  hi m self 
with  a  slice  of  water-melon  and  a  glass  of  iced  water 
after  his  sausage,  and  had  restored  his  clasp-knife  to  his 
pocket,  we  gave  the  word  to  start,  and  wended  our  way 
homewards,  the  pony  having,  I  believe,  enjoyed  a  quiet 
nap  during  my  meditations. 

It  was  dark  when  we  reached  our  lane,  but  the  fire- 
flies  danced  by  myriads  in  the  stili  night,  and  illumined 
our  path,  while 

"  The  shrill  cicala,  people  of  the  pine," 
pursued  their  Wearisome  song  in  every  tree  and  hedge. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

a,Cellenza,  non  c'era  neppure  un  boccone  di  pesce  al 
Mercato  !  l'aveano  comprato  i  Monaci  !" 

"  The  monks,  indeed  !  Ah  !  it  is  a  fast-day,  I  sup- 
pose ;  what  meat  was  to  be  had  V 

"  Niente  di  buono,  'cellenza— voleva  prendere  un  pezzo 
di  ros-bif  magnifico,  ma  era  già  venduto  al  Mo- 
nastero." 

"  Evviva  i  Monaci  !  so  they  are  to  live  on  the  good 
things  of  the  land,  and  we  are  to  fast  !" 

Now  to  go  without  dinner  because  the  reverendissimi 
padri  had  cleared  out  the  market,  sweeping  away  fish 
and  "  ros  bif  "  at  one  fell  stroke,  was  a  serious  matter,  and 
the  thought  that  monks  who  were  bound  to  clothe  them- 
selves  in  sackcloth,  and  fast  (!)  were  the  offenders,  was 
"  the  unkindest  cut  of  ali  !  " 

The  crest-fallen  cook  was  sent  back  to  the  Città,  to 
buy  the  best  eatables  he  could  get  under  the  circum- 
stances,  and  we  remained  to  ponder  on  this  novel  mode 
of  renouncing  "  the  vanities  of  this  wicked  world  !" 

Whoever  goes  to  La  Cava  is  not  long  in  discovering 
that  the  Benedictines  of  the  Trinità  are  very  fine  gentle- 
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men  indeed  !  The  abbot  takes  a  daily  drive  in  his 
private  carriage,  with  liveried  servants,  whilst  most  of  the 
brothers  have  donkeys  to  convey  them  every  evening  to 
the  Città,  to  visit  their  friends,  and  see  the  world,  with- 
out  soiling  their  varnished  shoes  and  silk  stockings  by 
the  dusty  road. 

True,  they  are  ali  men  of  fortune,  and  cavaliers,  equi- 
valent  to  our  honourables,  and  they  are  not  adraissible 
under  three  generations  of  nobility.  We  meet  them 
continully  proceeding  to  the  town,  as  early  as  the  beat 
of  the  day  will  allow,  to  return  just  in  time  to  reach  the 
monastery  before  the  gates  are  closed  at  dusk  ;  and  how 
they  beat  their  long-eared  steeds  up  the  hill,  uttering 
every  ejaculation  peculiar  to  donkey-phraseology,  to  speed 
them  on  their  way,  while  the  seminaristi,  or  scholars, 
bring  up  the  rear  on  foot  in  a  body,  joining  in  the  cry, 
scrambling  along  in  their  gowns,  or  tucking  them  up  to 
unfetter  their  limbs  ! 

One  of  these  heroes,  Don  Michelino  M  ,  is  evi- 

dently  the  dandy  par  excellence,  he  wears  such  natty 
polished  shoes  and  silk  stockings,  his  soutane  is  made  of 
such  fine  cloth,  his  three-cornered  hat  is  so  glossy,  and  his 
hands  are  so  small  and  white,  as  he  rests  one  in  a  degagé 
manner  on  his  hip,  while  riding  his  donkey  up  the  hill. 
He  is  good-looking,  too,  and  I  think  hiows  it  ;  and 
though  not  young,  wTould  make  an  excellent  hero  of 
romance,  i.  e.,  &  man  of  high  birth,  in  despair  at  being 
rejected  by  some  noble  lady,  renounce3  the  world  and 
secludes  himself  in  these  mountain  solitudes  in  order  to 
bewail  his  hard  lot  and  devote  himself  to  fastin^  and 

prayer  !     His  name,  too — D.  Michele   M          (if  I 

might  only  disclose  the  surname,  it  is  really  so  ro- 
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mantici),  just  suited  to  such  a  story  !  Unluckily,  one 
or  two  little  things  liave  rather  damped  my  imagination  : 
the  "  ros  bif  "  for  one,  which  has  induced  me  to  consider 
whether  he  does  seem  given  to  fasting,  but  I  bave  been 
obliged  to  decide  in  the  negative,  he  looks  so  sleek  and 
confortable,  as  the  French  say  ;  and  then,  one  fatai  day, 
when  I  was  noticing  the  white  hand  and  smart  shoes,  I 
beheld  the  former  draw  forth — santi  numi  ! — si»  blue  cottoti 
pocket  handJcerchief^  strongly  suggestive  of  snuff-tahing ', 
and  this  making  me  involuntarily  look  up  at  the  nose,  in 
my  consternation,  I  saw  such  a  countenance  !  a  very 
Don  Juan  ! 

The  Benedictines  are  only  distinguishable  from  priests 
by  wearing  a  small  hood  behind,  and,  unlike  other 
monks,  they  are  exempt  from  the  tonsure.  The  masters 
attached  to  the  school,  though  laymen,  wear  the  same 
dress  ;  so  do  the  scholars,  who,  with  their  rosy  cheeks 
and  broad  brimmed  hats,  look  odd  enough  ;  there  are 
two  blacks  among  them,  and  I  cannot  say  the  costume  is 
becoming  to  their  complexion  ! 

An  interesting  Polish  count  was  recently,  on  a  long 
compulsory  visit  at  the  monastery,  some  attributing  it  to 
the  rejection  of  his  suit  by  the  young  Mademoiselle  de 

L  -,  others  to  unfortunate  losses  at  cards  to  a  young 

English  peer,  which  he  could  not  pay.  He  looked  a 
perfect  "  Knight  of  the  Rueful  Countenance,"  and,  unable 
to  leave  "  sa^tuary,"  was  compelled  to  part  from  the 
monks  on  nearing  the  bridge  leading  to  the  town,  the 
road  to  the  convent  being  safe  territory.  Here  he  used  to 
sit  on  the  steps  of  a  little  roadside  chapel  (a  well-known 
resting-place,  from  the  view  it  commands  of  the  town 
and  scenery),  and  await  the  return  of  his  companions, 
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while,  at  times,  "  his  moustaclie  went  up  under  his  nose, 
and  his  nose  carne  down  over  his  inoustache,"  significant 
of  his  disgust  at  his  position  and  restraint. 

Stili  the  following,  communicated  to  us  in  a  note, 
would  show  that  he  had  not  allowed  his  misfortunes  to 
break  his  heart  : 

u  Le  Gomte  Polonais  est  entré  dans  le  monastère  de 
ìa  Trinità,  avec  le  projet  d'y  rester,  sfl  j  trouvait  beau- 
coup  d'amusements,  et  il  parait  qu'il  y  a  trouvé  des 
joueurs  de  tout  espèce,  et  passe  ses  journées  à  jouer. 
Ainsi  tant  qu'il  s'amusera  il  resterà." 

So  much  for  a  monastic  life  ! 
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CHAPTEB,  VII. 

After  our  lenten  dinner,  we  walked  to  the  hamlet  of 
St.  Cesareo,  on  the  road  to  the  Trinità,  a  favourite  even- 
ing  ramble,  from  its  affording  a  pleasant  resting-place 
under 

"  The  shadow  of  the  linden  trees," 

and  a  beautiful  view. 

There  is  nothing  to  see  in  the  Ohapel,  but  it  stands  on 
the  Village  green,  where  the  turf  is  soft  and  smooth  as 
velvet  ;  a  well  occupies  the  centre,  and  a  beautiful  old 
linden  tree  overshadows  it,  with  its  long  arms  stretched 
out  in  ali  directions,  and 

"  the  buds,  the  leaves, 
That  gild  the  Zime-tree's  nodding  crest," 

almost  lost  to  view,  unless  one  incurs  the  risk  of  disio* 
cating  one's  neck  to  look  up  at  them  ! 

A  low  parapet  wall  surrounds  the  green  sward,  and  . 
affords  an  uninterrupted  view  of  the  bright  valley,  and 
stone  benches  provide  a  rest  alike  for  the  tired  wayfarer 
and  the  lo  ver  of  the  picturesque.    The  beli  was  calli  ng 
the  peasants  to  evening  prayer,  sounded  in  true,  lazy 
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Neapolitan  fashion,  by  a  woman,  who,  standing  by  the 
campanile,  struck  the  beli  repeatedly  with  a  stone  ! 

An  arcade,  at  the  side  of  the  edifice,  protected  some 
black  crosses  and  a  crucifix,  where  some  women  had  been 
already  engaged  in  devotion,  prostrating  themselves 
before  each  in  turn,  and  kissing  the  wood  and  stone. 
They  now  entered  the  chapel,  and  soon  the  prayers  and 
chanting  were  borne  to  us  on  the  stili  evening  air,  as  we 
sat  without  on  the  green. 

When  the  service  had  ended  and  the  people  were 
dispersing,  the  young  ofiìciating  priest  issued  from  the 
chapel,  and  approaching  us,  we  exchanged  a  buona  sera, 
and- — as  he  stood  modestly  apart — asked  him  to  sit 
down  by  us.  He  complied,  with  a  smile  and  another 
bow  of  the  broad-briinined  hat,  tucking  bis  solitane  tight 
round  him,  as  if  not  quite  sure  of  the  consequences,  if  it 
were  to  brusii  our  heretic  femmine  garments  I 

We  had  been  amused  with  the  gambols  of  some 
urchins  on  the  green  and  seeing  us  remark  them,  the 
priest  summoned  them  to  kiss  our  hands,  telling  us 
they  were  his  pupils.  Two  of  them  were  boys  we 
had  before  met  at  the  Bucatella,  returning  from  the 
paper-mill,  and  now,  the  day's  work  ended,  they  were 
refreshing  themselves  with  play.  Another  little  boy, 
they  said,  was  their  compare,  or  gossip.  The  young 
priest's  good  clothing  made  him  appear  greatly  their 
superior,  but  the  little  compare,  though  he  did  not  claim 
relationship  then,  proved  to  be  his  brother. 

Don  Matteo  0  is  related  to  a  ri  eh  Cava  family, 

but,  though  hearing  their  name,  his  father  is  sadly 
reduced  through  ill-heath  and  other  misfortunes,  while 
his  indifFerent  acquirements  prevent  his  getting  employ- 
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mont.  The  wife  used  to  think  we  liad  the  power  to  do 
anything  we  liked  for  them,  and  consequently  left  us 
little  peace,  though  we  suggested  the  propriety  of  their 
seeking  assistance  from  their  rich  relations  and  country- 
men  ;  but  foreigners  are  ever  appealed  to  in  preference. 
She  would  wind  up  with  a  whispered  petition  for  some 
old  gowns  to  cut  up  for  her  daughters,  propitiating  us 
with  a  present  of  fresh  ricotta  (curds  made  from  goats' 
milk),  or  some  half-starved  live  fowls,  tied  together  by 
the  legs,  whose  struggles  were  most  piteous  to  behold, 
and  steeled,  rather  than  softened,  our  hearts. 

The  good  old  parroco  of  St.  Cesareo,  a  really  charitable 
man,  who  starves  himself  and  goes  poorly  clad,  in  order 
to  assist  his  poorer  parishioners  from  his  scanty  means, 
paid  for  young  Matteo's  clerical  educatimi,  clothed  him, 
and  appointed  him  his  curate,  as  he  was  becoming  old 
and  infirm.  The  young  man  told  us  he  was  the  eldest 
of  twelve  children  ;  and  in  reply  to  my  question  whether 
he  was  the  only  one  in  the  Church,  he  answered,  "  yes," 
with  a  sigli,  that  did  not  speak  of  absolute  content. 

As  dusk  was  coming  on  apace,  we  rose  to  return  home, 
and  were  bidding  him  a  good  evening,  when  Don  Matteo 
said  he  was  in  duty  bound  to  escort  us  on  our  way,  an 
honour  from  which  we  endeavoured,  with  superabundant 
politeness,  but  fruitlessly,  to  escape. 

I  thereupon  determined  to  gather  some  more  informa- 
tion  from  our  companion  respecting  the  monks,  to  whom 
I  stili  bore  a  grudge,  and  therefore  recounted  our  griev- 
ances  with  an  injured  air. 

He  laughed,  and  pointing  to  a  cart  which  was  toiling 
up  the  steep  ascent  fìlled  with  barrels,  told  us  it  was  con- 
veying  salt-water  for  their  baths.    He  described  their 
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apartments  as  very  comfortable,  and  said  they  are  per- 
mitted — sub  rosa — to  have  a  billiard-tablc  and  pianos, 
and  during  the  Carni  vai  they  even  give  one  private 
theatrical  representation — "  serio,  grave,"  he  added — to 
which  they  invite  their  male  friends  ;  to  think  how  the 
anchorites  of  old  would  stare  could  they  pay  their  suc- 
cessore a  visit  !  In  the  evening,  the  abbot  holds  a  con- 
versazione, which  is  considered  rather  dry  work,  as  they 
cannot  quite  unbend  before  him,  but  they  frequently 
obtain  leave  to  go  to  Naples,  or  enjoy  a  villeggiatura  at  a 
casino  belonging  to  the  convent  near  Dragonea.  Here, 
also,  they  often  go  to  breakfast,  or  to  spend  the  day. 

He  told  us  that  Don  Michelino  M  (and  he  laughed 

on  using  the  diminutive,  which  he  said  they  gen erally 
adopt — fancy  our  saying,  the  Rev.  Johnny  or  Tommy  !) 
had  distinguished  himself  at  Naples  as  a  preacher  during 
Lent,  a  season  vvhen  the  raost  eloquent  divines  are 
always  sent  to  the  capital,  some  even  coming  from  Home  : 
a  laudable  practice,  which  might  be  adopted  with  advan- 
tage  in  our  own  country,  where  many  of  our  parish 
preachers  and  country  parsons  do  little  else  than  send 
their  congregations  to  sleep,  aud  almost  nod  themselves, 
through  sympathy.  It  is  a  grievous  pity  that  our  clergy 
as  a  body — thank  God,  there  are  many  bright  exceptions 
to  the  rule  !-—take  so  little  pains  to  cultivate  a  good  and 
impressive  delivery.  The  service  is  usually  read  so 
monotonously  slow,  or  galloped  over  at  railroad  speed,  to 
afford  more  time  for  the  sermon  ;  and  then  in  preaching 
there  is  no  change  of  voice,  no  movement  of  a  muscle  or 
limb,  the  "hand  convulsively  elutehing  the  red  velvet 
cushion,"  as  Sydney  Smith  says,  I  think. 

Unhappily,  the  evil  would  seétti  to  be  incurable,  for 
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nearly  a  century  and  a  haìf  ago  the  "  Spectator  "  wishes, 
in  the  106th  paper,  that  "  our  country  clergy"  "  would 
endeavour  after  a  handsome  elocution,"  and  devotes  an- 
other  (the  147th)  entirely  to  the  sanie  grievance,  ending 
as  follows  : 

t:  I  shall  conclude  this  trouble  with  what  Csesar  said 
upon  the  irregularity  of  tone  in  one  who  read  before 
him — '  Do  you  read  or  sing  ?  If  you  sing,  you  sing 
veryill/"  " 

Oh  !  ye  English  pastors,  why  is  not  the  study  of 
elocution  made  an  indispensable  acquirement  during 
your  academic  probation?  Why  read  the  words  of 
u  Eternai  Life,"  and  deli  ver  your  own  often  eloquent  ser- 
ra ons,  in  a  voice  and  drawl  as  if  you  were  ashamed  of 
publishing  "  the  glad  tidings  of  great  joy"? 

Awake  !  awake  !  ye  sons  of  the  Protestant  Church  ; 
let  your  clear  English  voices  be  heard,  and  thrill  to  the 
hearts  of  those  who  sit  at  your  feet,  and  let  not  your 
Romanist  brethren  excel  you,  merely  from  thinking 
these  accessories  worthy  a  little  care  and  attention  ! 

I  was  roused  from  my  deep  reverie  by  hearing  my 
companions  laugh,  when  I  found  that  the  dandeyism  of 
the  monks,  Don  Michelino  in  particular,  was  under  dis- 
cussion  ;  our  clerical  friend  joined  very  willingly  in  the 
merriment  (for  the  regular  and  secular  clergy  are  not  the 
dearest  of  friends),  and  called  the  don  a  damorino, 
affreeing  with  us,  that  it  was  rather  a  farce  to  renounce 

CD  tD  " 

the  world,  He  for  twenty-four  hours  under  a  funeral  pali, 
before  the  high  aitar,  after  the  burlai  service  has  been 
read  over  the  dead-alive,  and  then  emerge  like  a  butter- 
fly  from  the  crysalis,  to  wear  silk  stockings,  polished 
shoes,  and  display  white  hands  ! 
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But  imagine  our  dismay  at  this  instant,  on  turning 
the  sharp  corner  near  Casa  Cinque,  to  see  the  identical 
damorino  mounted  on  the  asinine  steed,  almost  face  to 
face  with  us  ! 

"Le  siepi  sentano!"  muttered  the  priest,  sotto  voce, 
as  we  strove  to  look  innocent  and  demure  ;  the  hero 
bowed,  the  salutation  was  returned,  but  he  was  hardly 
at  a  safe  distance  before  poor  Don  Matteo's  pent-up  mer- 
rìment  burst  forth  unrestrainedly,  and  proved  too  catch- 
ino;  for  us  to  resist  ! 
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CHAPTER  Vili. 

One  of  our  poor  neighbours  was  confined  last  night,  and 
this  morning  the  child,  a  fine,  healthy  boy,  was  brought 
for  our  inspection  on  its  way  to  be  christened,  when  I 
had  the  honour  of  kissing  it,  and  being  godmother  to  the 
candle,  rather  a  raysterious  ceremony.  A  small  candle 
was  shown  to  us,  which  was  to  be  presented  at  the 
chapel,  and  for  which  I  offered  to  pay,  our  maìd  tying 
some  blue  ribbon  round  it,  and  some  rue,  according  to 
directions.  We  were  mueh  surprised  at  the  excess  of 
gratitude  evinced  on  the  occasion,  when,  on  further 
inquiry,  we  were  told  that  we  had  conferred  a  high 
honour,  I  being  virtually  the  godmother  ! 

Rue  is  much  used  by  the  peasantiy  on  ali  religious 
oecasions,  and  every  family  has  a  small  pot  of  it  in  the 
window  ;  they  even  tie  it  up  with  other  flowers  in 
bouquets,  when  its  strong  scent  quite  overpowers  that  of 
the  others,  and  is  very  disagreeable.  I  believe  it  is  also 
used  in  England  on  some  oecasions  :  at  the  Old  Bailey 
it  is  customary  to  strew  the  bar  of  the  criminars  dock 
with  it,  and  unfortunates,  when  tried  for  their  lives,  have 
been  known  in  their  agitation  to  devour  its  bitter  leaves. 
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These  christening  candles  are  preserved  at  the  Ves- 
covato and  blessed  on  Candlemas  Day,  when  they  are 
presented  to  the  different  fraternities,  by  whom  they 
are  lighted  at  interments,  and  placed  in  the  mouth  of  the 
corpse  under  the  palate  to  ascertain  if  the  breath  be 
really  extinct. 

The  poor  baby  was  quite  a  sight  to  behold,  band- 
aged  up  tight  in  its  swaddling  clothes,  with  a  large 
brooch  stuck  in  front,  and  wearing  a  net  cap  richly 
ornameli ted  with  artificial  flowers,  feathers,  and  yellow 
ribbons  !  One  of  our  party  once  made  an  English- 
shaped  cap,  necessarily  rather  smart,  but  with  runnings 
of  pretty  narrow  ribbons,  and  little  bows  in  the  thick 
ruche  ;  the  excitement  and  admiration  it  occasioned  were 
marvellous,  and  the  applications  for  similar  head-gear, 
which  poured  in  from  far  and  near,  were  quite  overwhelm- 
ing  !  After  that,  a  baby's  cap  was  made  the  reward  of 
good  conduct,  and  even  then  it  was  a  rash  undertaking, 
babies  being  decidedly  on  the  increase  at  Cava,  so  that 
our  rooms  somewhat  resembled  a  baby-linen  warehouse, 
from  the  date  of  that  promise  being  given. 

To  return  to  the  fraternities  that  receive  the  candles. 
My  readers,  perhaps,  are  not  aware,  that  in  Naples 
these  societies  conduct  ali  interments,  every  class  hav- 
ing  its  own  brotherhoods,  to  which  subscriptions  are 
paid  during  life  to  insure  a  good  funeral.  With  the 
lovver  orders  this  ends  at  the  chapel,  after  which  the 
poor  body  is  stripped  and  consigned  to  one  of  the  three 
hundred  and  sixty-five  pits  at  midnight,  with  a  hurried 
prayer  on  the  brink,  At  Cava  there  are  no  pits  :  a 
peasant,  in  answer  to  my  inquiries,  stated  that  they  are 
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allowed  a  separate  grave  seven  palmi  underground,  but 
the  very  poor  have  no  coffin. 

"  Ah  !  'ustrissima,  we  poverelle,"  she  concluded,  "  have 
only  an  apron  thrown  over  our  faces  V 

And  then  the  damp  sod — "  earth  to  earth  !" 

Some  of  the  brotherhoods  are  composed  of  nobles,  and 
even  princes  of  the  blood,  ali  being  equally  bound  to  give 
their  atten dance,  whenever  they  are  summoned. 

Most  parish  churches  have  a  separate  chapel  attached 
to  them,  where  they  hold  their  meetings  ;  and  in  the 
Campo  Santo  at  Naples,  each  fraternity  has  its  own 
private  chapel  containing  an  aitar,  and  the  graves,  in 
rows,  on  either  side,  extending  to  it  from  the  entrance. 

In  this  neighbourhood  there  are  four  cemeteries,  one  at 
Salerno,  another  at  Molino — serving  also  for  Vietri — and 
a  third  at  Benincase  ;  the  fourth,  pertaining  to  Cava,  is 
of  great  extent,  situated  near  the  hotel  at  the  entrance  of 
the  town. 

W e  recently  encountered  a  poor  funeral  hurrying 
up  the  Trinità  road  to  the  Church  of  St.  Cesareo.  The 
congregazione,  unlike  those  of  Naples,  had  their  faces 
uncovered,  but  wore  the  same  white  gown  and  hood,  with 
black  capes  instead  of  white  ;  their  white  head-gear 
contrasted  with  their  sunburnt  faces,  black  whiskers,  or 
moustaches,  gave  them  a  frightful  appearance!  There 
was  no  crucifix,  but  they  bore  candles,  and  the  parroco, 
in  full  canonicals,  preceded  the  body,  which  was  carried  on 
a  litter  containing  a  mattress,  and  was  covered  by  a 
sheet  with  the  exception  of  the  face.  Flowers  were 
placed  in  the  mouth,  at  Naples  only  given  to  young, 
unmarried  persons  (at  other  times  cotton-wool  is  used,  as 
the  lower  jaw  is  not  bandaged  as  with  us),  but  this  man 
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looked  emaciateci  by  age  and  sickness,  presentino-  a 
ghastly  spectacle. 

The  young  novices  from  the  Trinità  followed  the 
funeral,  while  the  fraternity  recited  prayers  aloud  in 
alternate  couples  ;  but  there  was  little  re  ver  enee  shown, 
and  much  haste,  and  the  "  Pauper's  Drive,"  by  Thomas 
Hood,  recurred  to  my  mind  drearily  : 

"  Rattle  his  bones  over  the  stones  ; 

*Tis  only  a  pauper  whom  nobody  owns  V' 

We  walked  to  the  little  chapel  at  Vetranto,  which  we 
see  from  our  windows  peeping  from  among  the  trees,  and 
which  captivated  us  so  much  on  our  first  arrivai.  The 
patii  leading  to  it,  and  forming  a  portion  of  Pope  Urbans 
state  progress,  is  terribly  steep,  and  I  looked  at  the 
country  women  with  wonder  as  they  ran  down  the 
descent  with  loads  on  their  heads,  and  bare  feet  !  From 
hence  we  could  see  the  garden  of  our  villa,  ending 
abruptly  in  a  precipice  :  a  stone  table,  once  in  its  centre, 
is  now  on  the  brink  of  the  chasm,  and  the  opposite  bank 
is  plainly  the  missing  portion.  Sudi  a  tremendous 
torrent  rushes  below  the  garden  in  winter,  that  Don 
Felice  has  been  busily  superintending  the  erection  of  a 
strong  wall  to  turn  the  eurrent,  which  threatened  in 
time  to  do  further  mischief.  In  winter,  the  snows  and 
torrents  of  Cava  bear  no  slight  resemblance  to  Switzer- 
land,  and  must  make  it  a  dismal  residence  for  ali  classes, 
but  how  much  worse  for  the  poor,  in  such  a  country  as 
this  ! 

The  Ohurch  of  Santa  Maria,  existing  a.d.  455,  stands 
solitarily  on  a  green.  The  bizzoca,  who  acts  as  custode, 
and  occupies  a  few  rooms  attached  to  it,  showed  it  with 
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mudi  pride,  telling  us  some  wonders  about  a  marble 
Madonna,  and  descanting  on  the  merits  of  the  beli,  in 
the  casting  of  which  some  silver  had  been  added  to  the 
metal  to  improve  the  tone.  Truly,  it  is  the  only  pleasing 
beli  I  have  heard  in  the  Two  Sicilies,  and  I  like  to  be 
awakened  on  Sundays  by  its  clear  ringing,  calling  the 
people  to  early  Mass,  ere  the  sun  be  high. 

The  old  woman  pressed  us  to  see  some  bodies,  pre- 
served  and  dressed,  in  an  underground  place,  but,  having 
no  taste  for  such  spectacles,  we  declined,  obviously  to 
her  wonderment,  which  increased  on  seeing  us  tura 
instead  to  the  beautiful  scenery  around.  This  is  one  of 
the  favourite  spots  selected  by  artists,  and  the  view  is 
indeed  lovely,  shut  in  on  either  side  by  the  myrtle-clad 
mountains,  with  Molina  in  the  foreground  ;  then  the  old 
aqueduct,  and  then  Vietri,  with  the  cairn  sea  beyond 
dotted  with  white  sails  gleaming  in  the  rays  of  the 
setting  sun.  A  portion  of  the  opposite,  or  Psestum, 
coast  is  also  visible,  presenting  the  most  beautiful  effects 
of  light  and  shade  in  the  southern  sunset. 

It  being  yet  early,  a  discussion  ensued  as  to  our 
further  proceedings,  when  various  suggestions  were  made, 
the  Città  and  ices  affording  the  most  attractions.  A 
gentleman  of  the  party  hereupon  remarked,  that  he  had 
discovered  an  orange  merchant  the  image  of  Mario,  and 
a  snow  vendor  like  some  other  hero,  and  proposed  our 
going  in  a  body  to  pass  our  opinion  ! 

Some  of  us  ne  ver  having  seen  the  handsome  tenor, 
the  proposai  was  carried  with  acclamations,  E — —  drily 
hinting,  "  that  he  had  heard  of  gentlemen  going  to  Capri 
to  see  its  syrens,  but  it  was  reserved  for  Cava  to  produce 
handsome  peasants  to  attract  the  ladies  !"  whereupon  he 
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was  universally  voted  to  be  envious,  and  told  he  might 
remain  behind  if  he  liked. 

Ou  we  went,  and  in  due  time  reached  the  Città,  and 
the  fruit-stall,  where  our  "  showman  "  acted  his  part 
to  perfection,  engaging  Mario,  who  stood  hat  in  hand, 
in  an  earnest  conversation  abont  the  merita  of  his 
oranges,  while  we  looked  on,  passing  our  remarks  on  the 
resemblance  and  trying  to  conceal  our  amusement  at 

Signor  M  "s  tactics,  and  E  's  crossness.  The 

snow  vendor  was  absent,  having  left  a  dirty  domestico  in 
his  place,  which  caused  great  indignation,  but  we  con- 
soled  ourselves  for  the  disappointment  with  ices,  which 

E          voted  "  a  bore,  the  town  hot,  the  road  dusty, 

and  why  did  we  not  stay  at  Castagneto,  where  there 
was  some  chance  of  fresh  air  and  coolness  V  &c. 

Signor  M  hired  a  lad  of  about  seventeen,  to  carry 

back  an  ice  for  one  of  his  children,  who  was  at  home 
unwell.  When  we  reached  the  commencement  of  our 
lane,  we  bade  the  lad  hurry  on  to  our  house,  and  procure 
a  lantern  to  light  us  up  the  road,  as  the  "darkness 
might  be  felt."  He  went  on  a  little  distance,  but  shortly 
returned,  exclaiming — 

"  Signb  ne1  è  sta  uno  assettato  là  "n  goppa  V  (Signore, 
c1  è  uno  seduto  là  sopra.) 

"  Ebbene,  dove  sta  la  lanterna  V  was  the  reply. 

44  Signo,  io  me  metto  paura  !" 

"  Di  che?" 

"  Se  me  desse  'na  mazziata?"  (beating).  Here  we  ali 
laughed,  which  made  hirn  a  little  ashamed,  for  he  pro- 
ceeded  a  few  steps  more,  but  speedily  hung  back  again. 

44  Ebbene,  what  now?" 

"  Io  non  ci  vog-r  ì  !"  (I  will  not  go  there.) 
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"  Ma  perchè  V 

"E  come,  là  'n  goppa?  e  po1  come  ci  tuoni  o  sulof 
(How  up  there  ì  and  liow  am  I  to  return  ali  alone  V) 

Signor  M—  paid  and  dismissed  him,  on  which  he 
started  off  full  gallop,  leaving  us  to  grope  our  way  home 
in  the  dark,  and  carry  the  ice  pail  to  boot.  The  previ- 
ous  night  our  English  maid  voluntarily  encountered  the 
terrors  of  the  lane  to  bring  us  a  light,  showing  rather  a 
contrast  to  Neapolitan  courage. 

Need  we  wonder  at  the  soldiers  refusing  to  stand  fire, 
when  the  very  peasants  will  not  trust  each  other,  or  face 
the  dark  ? 

The  following  whimsical  anecdote  which  I  remember 
copying  from  some  account  of  Ferdinand  I.  of  Naples, 
will  show  that  maccaroni  valour  was  not  rated  much 
higher  in  those  days  than  it  is  at  present. 

"After  his "  (the  king's)  "last  return  from  Sicily, 
when  Joachim  Murat  had  been  driven  out  of  the  kingdom 
of  Naples  by  the  Austrians,  General  Nugent,  the 
Minister  of  War,  waited  on  Ferdinand  one  day,  with 
some  cuirasses  as  specimens  of  that  aroiour,  with 
which  the  general  thought  of  furnishing  one  of  the 
regiments  of  the  new  Neapolitan  army  he  was  orga- 
nising.  The  king  approved  of  the  specimens,  but  asked 
the  general,  with  a  smile,  what  part  of  the  soldiers'  bodies 
they  were  meant  to  cover  ?  The  general  replied,  6  Of 
course,  the  breast.' 

"  '  Then  they  are  of  no  use  to  my  brave  maccaroni 
eaters  V  cried  the  king  ;  4  my  soldiers  are  not  likély  to 
expose  their  fronts.  No,  no,  general  !  reverse  them  ; 
put  them  behind  !  put  them  behind  I1  And  then  he 
roared  with  laughter  at  his  own  witticism,  and  the  noto- 
rious  cowardice  of  his  own  troops." 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Làst  evening,  mounted  on  donkeys,  we  started  for  La 
Valle,  a  plain  lying  between  St.  Liberatore  and  Monte 
Costa,  front  whence  an  extensive  view  is  obtained.  At 
the  junction  of  our  lane  with  the  high  road,  a  chapel  is 
erected  dedieated  to  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  and  there  is 
also  a  fountain  at  which  the  country  people  stop  to 
refresh  their  cattle.  Here  an  old  fellow  with  a  dismal 
howl  raises  contributions  for  his  clients,  the  " souls,"  and 
carries  on  besides  a  private  speculation  of  his  own,  in 
the  shape  of  mugs  for  the  better  sort  or  travellers  to 
drink  out  of,  and  buckets  for  horses.  At  night,  after 
lighting  a  lamp  in  the  chapel,  he  takes  his  departure, 
previously  locking  up  ali  his  stock  in  trade  in  an  adjoin- 
ing  hovel.  He  gene  rally  solicits  our  charity,  but  per- 
fectly  understands  that  our  donations  are  for  himself, 
and  never  now  alludes  to  his  employers  when  appealing 
to  US. 

Part  of  our  road  was  very  good,  one  of  the  civic 
authorities  having  a  house  near  the  little  village  called 
I  Marini,  to  which  he  caused  a  carriageway  to  he  con- 
structed  ;  but  his  residence  passed,  we  encountered  steps 
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and  covered  alleys,  whieh  were  anything  but  pleasant. 
The  villages  of  Oercaro  and  Alessio  which  succeeded, 
were  equally  disagreeable,  but  the  donkeys  rarely 
stumbled,  and  seemed  quite  at  home  on  the  slippery 
steps  and  rough  path.  At  Cava,  those  appropriated  to 
ladies  are  rarely  shod,  which  makes  them  much  more 
surefooted,  so  that  I  fared  better  than  my  cavaher,  who 
was  often  compelled  to  dismount. 

On  passing  these  villages  the  path  became  extremely 
pretty,  its  many  windings  bringing  fresh  beauties  con- 
stantly  to  view,  while  the  woods  were  enlivened  with 
the  rich  melody  of  the  nightingales. 

The  fresh,  strong  breeze  whicli  greeted  us  on  attaining 
La  Valle,  was  quite  invigo rating  after  the  sufferings  of 
the  sultry  day,  for  though  La  Cava  is  decidedly  the 
coolest  and  healthiest  spot  for  a  summer  villeggiatura  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Naples,  as  a  breeze  is  constantly 
blowing  th rough  the  valley,  stili  the  heat  will  make 
itself  felt,  and  the  evil  is  only  "  scotched,"  not  killed  ! 

This  is  the  principal  scene  of  action  in  the  autumn 
sport  of  shooting  pigeons,  and  we  saw  plenty  of  high 
poles  to  stretch  the  nets,  which  on  being  entered  by  the 
frightened  birds,  dose  with  a  spring.  It  is  a  gay  and 
festive  scene,  large  parties  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  being 
invited  to  view  the  diversion.  We  saw  also  several  of 
the  turrets  looking  picturesque  on  the  bill  sides. 

From  La  Valle,  a  good  view  of  the  western  side  of 
the  valley  is  obtained  with  Monte  Finestra  (so  called 
from  a  small  hole  near  the  summit,  through  which  the 
sky  is  distinctly  visible),  frowning  above  it,  bleak  and 
rugged.  Our  village  of  Castagneto,  having  good  honses, 
presented  a  grand  appearance,  but  seenied  so  isolated 
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troni  the  rest  of  the  world  by  mountain  gorges,  that  a 
stranger  might  well  wonder  how  it  was  ever  reached. 

Mr.  M  now  proposed  our  ascending  Monte  St. 

Liberatore,  and  inspecting  the  old  convent  which  he  had 
not  yet  seen.  I  consenting,  the  tug  of  war  commenced 
in  good  earnest,  and  though  he  led  my  donkey,  and  the 
guide  reiterated — 

"  Non  abbiate  timore  !  non  dubitate,  'ustrissima," 
I  did  dubitare  not  a  little,  as  the  animai  stumbled 
repeatedly  on  the  loose  stones  of  the  steep,  narrow, 
rocky  path,  with  the  mountain  wall  on  one  side,  and  a 
sheer  precipice  ending  in  the  sea  on  the  other.  It  shone 
glassy  and  blue,  but  I  obstinately  ciò  «ed  my  eyes  to  shut 
out  its  beauties,  and  only  opened  them  on  stopping  at 
the  ruin. 

This  convent  is  situated  on  the  eastern  side  of  the 
mountain,  and  its  walls  once  echoed  the  hymns  and  aves 
of  ladies.  It  was  in  being  a.d.  980,*  but  the  order  of 
nuns  was  removed  to  Salerno  in  1336,  and  how  glad 
they  must  have  been  to  descend  from  their  elevation, 
and  return  to  the  haunts  of  men.  On  the  very  summit 
of  the  mountain  there  is  also  a  small  chapel  or  hermitage, 
dedicated  to  St.  Ubaldo.-)" 

The  ruins  are  occasionally  visited  by  strangers,  and 
the  peasant  women  resort  to  the  court  of  the  Convent  to 
wash  their  clothes  at  its  wells,  where  we  saw  several  of 
them  thus  employed  yesterday.  It  appeared  singular 
to  have  springs  of  water  at  such  an  elevation,  for  we 
stood  at  least  800  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 

*  See  Archives  of  Cava,  cap.  c.  and  clx.,  and  Padre  Blasi, 
mon.  xxxiii. 

f  Padre  Blasi,  iii.,  p.  75. 
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A  hermit  resided  there  till  about  three  years  ago,  but 
the  building  is  now  desolate  and  empty.* 

We  had  brought  a  telescope  with  us  in  the  hope  of 
seeing  the  temples  of  Psestum,  which  are  distinctly 
visible  on  a  clear  day,  but  though  the  adjoining  village 
was  readily  found,  the  atniosphere  was  too  hazy  to  enable 
us  to  discern  those  mystical  ruins. 

Salerno  lay  a  short  way  to  the  east  of  us,  house  rising 
behind  house  as  thickly  as  possible  ;  the  cathedral,  with 
its  ancient  tower,  conspicuous  above  the  rest.  The 
ruined  castle  of  St.  Severino  frowned  over  the  city,  its 
wall,  like  a  proteeting  arni,  extending  far  down  the 
mountain's  side  ;  its  present  dreary  appearance  forming 
a  strange  contrast  to  the  warlike,  stirring  scenes  it  must 
have  witnessed  in  "  auld  lang  syne,"  when  knights,  and 
nobles,  and  bold  crusaders,  fought  among  these  hills, 
dealino;  death  to  the  fierce  Saracen. 

This  castle  was  erected  by  Arechi,  or  Aregisa,  as  he 
is  coramonly  called,  to  fortify  the  town  against  Charle- 
magne,  when  he  attacked  it,  A.D.  787.  Aregisa  was  the 
Longobardian  Duke  of  Beneventum  ;  he  died  on  the 
26th  of  August,  the  sanie  year,  and  was  succeeded  by 
Grimsaldo,  who  was  compelled  by  Charlemagne  to  dis- 
mantle  the  Oastles  of  Salerno,  Acerenza,  and  Oonza. 
The  old  town  of  Salerno  was  situated  higher  up  the  hill, 
and  some  portions  of  wall  are  stili  shown  as  its  remains. 

As  we  gazed  on  the  city,  the  crowded  beach  and 

*  Another  anchorite  has  since  tried  the  locale,  but  this  man, 
who  was  a  widower,  was  rather  out  of  conceit  of  the  experiment, 
having  been  recently  visited  by  some  wretches,  who  deprived  him 
of  ali  his  little  possessions.  Stili  it  was  a  strange  idea,  to  think 
of  robbing  a  hermit,  living  on  a  deserted  rock  ! 
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marina  seemed  covered  with  bees,  rather  than  human 
beings,  such  pigmies  did  the  multitude  appear. 

Beyond,  to  the  right,  extended  the  wide,  rich  plain, 
leading  to  Psestum  ;  to  the  left,  the  beautiful,  cultivated 
valley  of  St.  Severino,  where  the  late  Hon.  Keppel 
Cravems  villa  of  Penta  is  situated,  while  mountain 
ranges  succeeded  each  other,  their  peaks  reflecting  in 
«ver-varying  tints  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  fading 
and  mingling  at  length  with  the  blue  ether. 

We  then  turned  to  the  western  view,  and  saw  the 
beautiful  Costiera  winding  round  the  mountains,  with  its 
many  villages,  while  we  overlooked  Baite,  and  saw 
Vietri  stili  lower  at  our  feet.  The  blue  expanse  of  sea 
spread  far  and  wide,  deepening  in  hue,  darkly,  as  the 
dusk  increased. 

This  warned  us  to  depart,  and  we  prepared  to  descend, 
when  I  preferred  trusting  to  my  feet  instead  of  the  don- 
key's  ;  at  La  Valle  I  remounted,  and  we  reached  the 
high  road  in  safety,  but  in  the  dark,  We  jogged  on 
silently  for  some  time,  till  a  turn  in  the  winding  road 
showed  us  a  twinkling  light  in  the  distance,  when  my 
companion  exclaimed, 

"  Ah,  there's  Purgatory  !  now  we  are  at  home!"  I 
laughed,  the  combinazione  was  strange,  though  true .' 
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CHAPTER  X. 

We  have  recently  had  a  specimen  of  the  way  in  which 
the  ends  of  justice  are  furthered  at  Cava,  and  Cava  may 
stand  for  the  kingdom  of  the  Two  Sicilies,  and  Neapoli- 
tans  in  general. 

Of  late  there  have  been  various  whispers  of  robberies 
having  been  committed  in  our  neighbourhood,  and  cau- 
tions  have  been  given  us  not  to  be  out  after  dusk  in 
these  country  lanes.  As  there  is  no  twilight  in  Italy, 
the  sun  has  no  sooner  set.  than  it  is  pitch  dark,  and  the 
evening  being  the  only  tiine  for  breathing  a  little  fresli 
air,  it  is  sufficiently  provoking  to  be  shut  indoors  by 
seven,  or  half-past,  instead  of  enjoying  these  delicious 
summer  nights. 

One  of  our  poor  neighbours,  Maria  Antonia  by  name, 
chanced  to  be  passing  by  one  evening,  when  a  robbery 
was  committed  on  a  peasant  woman,  who  was  first 
blinded  by  sand  thrown  in  her  eyes,  and  then  plun- 
dered  of  a  piece  of  cloth  she  was  carrying,  while  the 
thieves  made  off,  thinking  they  were  unseen.  Maria 
Antonia  returned  home  in  a  high  state  of  excitement, 
to  relate  this  event  to  her  neighbours,  when  it  soon 
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reached  us,  and  also  the  0  s.    Not  liking  the  dose 

vicinity  of  such  an  event,  we  wrote  to  the  British 
Vice-Consul  at  Vietri,  requesting  him  to  institute  some 
inquiries.  He  immediatelj  carne  to  Cava,  and  spoke  to 
^the  Giudice  on  the  subject,  who  knew  nothing  about  it, 
and  hereupon  ali  Castagneto  (our  village),  from  being 
open-niouthed  on  the  matter,  professed  utter  ignorance, 
and  tried  to  make  us  believe  it  was  a  mistake. 

Meeting  Don  A.  C  ,  we  mentioned  this  new  state 

of  affairs,  and  the  day  before  yesterday  Maria  Antonia 
was  summoned  before  the  judge  to  give  evidence.  She 
then  denied  ali  knowledo-e  of  the  business,  and  was 
ordered  to  appear  again  next  day  to  be  further  examined, 
and  threatened  with  imprisonment  by  the  judge,  if  she 
failed  to  present  herself  then,  and  declare  ali  she  knew — ■ 
and  with  her  own,  or  her  husband's  summary  death  frani 
the  knife,  by  the  friends  of  the  accused,  if  her  evidence 
eaused  a  conviction  !  Thus  the  poor  woman  returned 
home  in  no  very  pleasant  fraine  of  mind,  for  these  terrors 
were  evenly  balanced,  and  of  very  .probable  occurrence, 
while  we  were  regarded  as  regular  black  sheep  for  start- 
ing  the  inquiry.    What  was  to  be  done  ì 

Yesterday  she  was  reported  ili,  and  confmed  to  her 
bed,  quite  unable  to  appear  in  court,  whereupon  two 
gens  d'armes  were  kindly  sent  by  the  judge  to  inquire 
after  her  health;  by  them  she  was  escorted  to  the 
police  offiee,  where  she  made  her  stateuient,  and  fainted 
away  from  fright. 

The  two  men  accused  were  each  sentenced  to  a  year's 
imprisonment-,  and  to-day  I  see  that  the  woman's  hus- 
band — though  a  glassblower  at  Vietri — is  armed  with 

E  2 
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one  of  the  formidable  sickles  wliich  ali  the  field  labourers 
carry  fastened  to  a  hook  in  their  belt. 

This  is  one  little  trait  of  Neapolitan  character,  and 
here  is  another  : 

A  charitable  friend  of  ours,  who  took  great  interest 
in  these  poor  peasants,  on  quitting  Cava,  leffc  a  small 
sum  of  money  in  the  hands  of  a  respectable  chemist,  to 
be  paid  to  a  wretched  old  woman,  in  weekly  instalments. 
This  poor  creature,  and  a  half-witted  daughter,  supported 
themselves  by  weaving,  a  precarious  existence,  owing  to 
the  advanced  age  of  the  one,  and-  the  sickly  condition  of 
the  other.  As  we  considered  this  chemist  a  respectable 
man,  had  made  purchases  at  his  shop,  and  employed 
him  to  attend  some  sick  people,  we  thought  him  a  good 
person  to  be  entrusted  with  sudi  a  charge,  our  own  stay 
in  the  neighbourhood  being  uncertain. 

After  paying  the  allowance  for  five  weeks,  Signor 
R — —  declared  he  had  received  no  more  funds,  and  told 
the  woman  she  must  expect  no  further  payments.  Being 
too  infimi  to  come  herself,  she  sent  her  unhappy  daughter 
to  state  the  case  to  us,  and  solicit  our  interference  on  her 
behalf,  as  we  ali  knew  that  not  a  quarter  of  the  money 
had  been  paid.    We  therefore  informed  our  friend  of  the 

circumstances,  and  he  directly  wrote  to  Signor  R  , 

ordering  him  to  deliver  what  remained  of  the  sum  he 
had  entrusted  to  him  into  our  hands.  Stili  the  good 
apothecary  demurred,  declaring  ali  had  been  paid,  and 
that  he  would  visit  us  at  a  certain  hour,  and  prove  the 
fact  by  his  memoranda. 

The  old  woman  also  possessed  a  paper,  on  which  ali 
the  payments  she  had  received  were  noted  clown  ;  and 
Donna  Raffaele  O  and  Donna  Rosina  Monica,  who 
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keeps  the  excellent  boarding-house  in  Castagneto, 
stated  that  her  friends  were  respectable,  and  testified 
to  her  honesty  and  deep  distress.  The  daughter 
was,  therefore,  appointed  to  be  present  during  the 
defendant's  explanation,  and  she  carne,  punctual  to  the 
hour. 

Ali  the  peasants  took  her  part,  and  enjoyed  the  man's 
discomfiture  by  anticipation  ;  and  ali  were  on  the  look- 
out  for  Iris  arrivai,  to  examine  his  countenance.  But  it 
was  a  case  of  "  Sister  Anne  !  sister  Anne  !  do  you  see 
any  one  comingT1  for  nothing  was  seen  advancing  up 
the  lane,  but  a  flock  of  goats,  or  a  heavily-ladcn 
donkey  proceeding  to  Molino.  Time  ned,  and  no 
one  arrived.  This  being  the  case,  he  was  again  re- 
quested  the  following  day  to  furnish  an  explanation,  and 
asrain  the  sanie  answer  was  returned,  "  He  would  cali 
himself  !" 

We,  therefore,  wrote  to  the  Vice-Consnl,  begging  him 
to  interfere  ;  and  the  result  was  electrical,  for  he  imme- 

diately  sent  a  note  to  Signor  R  — ,  by  our  own 

messenger,  ordering  him  to  deliver  up  the  money 
instanter  ;  and  Francesco,  who  took  the  letter,  returned 
to  us  in  a  great  state  of  enjoyment  and  self-importance, 
at  havin<r  been  char^ed  with  such  a  mission.  It  was 
ludicrous  to  witness  his  actìng  the  apothecary's  dismay 
on  receiving  the  Vice-Consul's  note  ;  how  he  danced 
about,  though  a  stont,  burly  man,  tearing  his  hair,  and 
clasping  his  head  frantically  with  both  hands  !  He  then 
proceeded  to  borrow  the  money  in  the  town,  which  he 
paid  to  Francesco  in  coppers,  under  the  weight  of 
which  the  poor  man  well-nigh  sank,  as  it  is  fabled  of 
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Correggio,  dying  beneath  the  load  of  Iris  hard-earned 
copper  coin. 

R          wrote  us  a  letter  "ali  about  nothing/'  as 

Don  F-         said?  and  demanded  a  receipt  ipso-facto  to 

send   to   the    Vice-Consul,  which  was  unnecessary, 

Don  F          having  come  from  the  latter,  to  learn 

the  result  of  Iris  note,  ere  making  application  to  the 
judge. 

We  could  hardìy  have  imagined  the  possibility  of  sudi 
an  act,  from  one  making  so  respectable  an  appearance 
and  keeping  so  good  a  shop  ;  but  now  we  are  informed 
that  he  bears  an  indifferent  character,  and,  owing  to  his 
incapacity  in  Iris  profession,  gets  very  little  to  do.  One 
can  iscareely  help  pitying  the  poor  wretch,  though  the 
nrisery  of  Iris  victims  was  so  much  greater,  while  their 
industry  and  the  cleanliness  of  their  poor  hovel,. 
increased  the  interest  they  awakened. 

This  propensity  to  cheat  is  one  of  the  greatest  Neapo- 
litan  vices,  and  one  from  which  no  class  is  exempt. 
Few  will  openly  rob  you  'T  so  that  trmkets  and  even 
money  may  be  left  about  the  house  with  perfect  safety — 
though  I  think  it  is  wrong  thus  to  throw  temptation  in 
peopleys  way.  Drawers  and  cases  are  left  unlocked,  and 
nothing  is  missed  ;  but  if  they  undertake  to  make  any 
purchases  far  the  unlucky  foreigner,  the  latter  is  sure  ta 
be  the  laser  to  a  greater  or  lesser  extent. 

One  Cava  possidente  promised  to  procure  us  some 
excellent  Sicilian  wine,  laden  with  which  his  brother's 
ship  had  just  arrived  at  Vietri,  from  the  island.  The 
purchase  was  effected,  the  wine  received,  when  it  proved 
nndrinkable,  and  was  ascertained  by  the  "  clever  ones  " 
to  be  of  well-known  Vietri  manufacture  ! 
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In  dealing  with  the  "  Maccaroni,"  the  sharpest 
foreigners  have  need  to  be  on  the  alert,  and  are  even 
then  outwitted,  for  they  will  cali  ali  the  saints  in  the 
calendar  to  bear  witness  to  their  honesty  and  truth,  and 
back  their  assertions  with  ever  ready  tears,  so  that  one 
almost  feels  ashamed  of  remaining  incredulous  and 
doubting  such  earnest  protestations  ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

Accompanied  by  Donna  Errichetta,  I  wandered  mio 
the  masseria  tliis  m ornino-  as  the  air  was  mudi  cooler 
from  some  refreshing  showers  which  had  fallen  overnight. 
The  peasants  were  busy  gathering  in  the  corn  ;  and  as 
we  stopped  to  watch  them,  one  of  the  men  questioned 
me  about  the  English  harvest,  and  was  astonished  to= 
bear  that  we  northerners  were  scarcely  thinking  of  a 
harvest  at  the  end  of  June.  I  believe  he  fancied  my 
wits  were  wandering,  when  I  added  that  we  commence 
operations  in  August. 

I  think  an  English  farmer  would  have  expressed 
equal  surpri&e  at  seeing  these  brawny  peasants  in  coarse 
linen  shirts  and  "  unmentionables,"  with  bare  feet  and 
legs  from  the  knee  down,  Straw  hats,  and  the  sickle 
hooked  on  to  their  waists,  pulling  up  the  wheat  by  the 
roots  in  large  handfulls,  instead  of  laying  it  low,  majes- 
tically,  with  the  scythe  !  I  have  seen  Neapolitans  try 
the  latter  experiment,  to  the  imminent  perii  of  their  own 
legs  ;  they  prefer  this  uprooting  process,  as  they  say  it 
leaves  the  ground  clearer  for  the  Indian  corn?  which  is 
sown  immèdiately  after. 
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As  some  of  the  fields  are  higher  than  others,  the 
banks  that  separate  them,  fringed  with  tali  pollards,  are 
variegated  with  wild  flowers,  which  I  collect  for  bouquets, 
as  I  love  to  examine  their  delicate  tints  and  tiny 
blossoms.  I  have  the  Myosotis  arvensis,  like  a  miniature 
forget-me-not  ;  the  Trifolium  répens,  or  white  clover  ; 
and  there  is  likewise  the  pink,  but  none  of  the  red, 
which  abounds  near  Naples  ;  Venus's  looking-glass, 
growing  rampant  in  these  hedges,  while  in  England  it  is 
pampered  and  made  much  of  ;  the  pretty  lupine  and 
other  vetches  ;  the  wild  geranium,  with  its  delicate 
pencilled  fìowers>  and  several  varieties  of  feathery  grass 
and  fera,  complete  my  bouquet. 

On  remarking  the  fig-trees,  with  their  ripening,  deli- 
cious  fruit,  Donna  Errichetta  told  me  they  improve  the 
flavour  and  produce  their  luscious  taste,  by  inserting  a 
drop  of  sweet  oil,  when  the  end  of  the  fruit  begins  to 
open  a  little.  The  Neapolitans  prefer  the  second  crop  of 
figs,  which  they  cali  "  zuccherelli,"  to  signify  their 
exquisite  flavour  ;  they  are  small,  and  I  like  them  not, 
from  their  having  that  peculiar  twang  which  makes  one 
cali  apples  and  pears  "  vulgar  "  when  they  possess  it  : 
there  is  no  explaining  it,  but  I  doubt  not  I  shall  be 
understood.  The  first  batch  of  fruit  is  large  and 
luscious,  and  this  difference  was  noted  of  old  by  the 
prophet  :  "  One  basket  had  very  good  figs,  even  like  the 
figs  that  are  first  ripe."  * 

Truly,  those  tasteless  persons  are  to  be  pitied,  who  do 
not  appreciate  this  luxury  ;  but  Anglo-figs  are  such 
wretched  imitations,  that  one  can  only  know  the  real 


*  Jer.,  xxiv.,  2. 
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value  of  the  fruit,  by  gathering  it  under  a  southern 
sun  !  My  companion,  also,  at  my  request,  pointed  out 
the  Fraxinus  ornus,  or  manna  tree,  to  me,  which  grows 
largely  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  about  Amalfi. 
Matteo  Camera,  in  his  44  Ist.  d'Amalfi,"  thus  describes  it  : 

44  II  frassino  orno,  albero  molto  noto,  somministra 
dall'  intaccatura  della  sua  corteccia  il  dolcissimo  nettare 
della  manna."  44  Nel  commercio  distinguounsi  tre  specie 
di  manna  :  la  4  manna  in  lagrime,'  la  4  manna  in  sorte,'  e 
la  4  manna  grassa.'  La  prima  è  solida,  bianca,  leggiera, 
zuccherosa,  e  qualche  volta  cristallina  nella  superficie  :  la 
4  manna  grassa 1  è  un  ammasso  di  frammenti  agglutinati  da 
mucilaggine  ;  essa  è  bruna,  molle,  pesante  ;  il  suo  odore 
e  sapore  è  nauseante,  ma  nel  tempo  stesso  zuccheroso. 
4  La  manna  in  sorte,"  tiene  il  mezzo  tra  4  la  manna  in 
lagrime  '  e  4  la  grassa  i1  non  è  impiegata  che  in  medicina." 

As  we  proceeded  in  Indian  file  along  the  narrow  paths, 
I  (who  led  the  way)  was  brought  to  a  sudden  standstill 
by  a  white  stone  facing  me,  on  which  excommunications, 
and  other  missiles  from  the  Pope^  armoury,  were  thun- 
dered  against  any  woman  who  should  dare  to  pass  that 
spot.  I  looked  back  at  my  Roman  Catholic  companion, 
expecting  to  see  her  beat  a  retreat  instanter  ;  but,  instead, 
she  only  laughed  on  seeing  my  air  of  inquiry,  and  told 
me  that  her  aunts  had  found  this  stone  on  Monte 
Falesio,  a  neighbouring  height,  where  a  Camaldolese 
monastery  formerly  stood,  and  brought  it  back  with  them 
to  erect  it  in  their  grounds,  for  the  fan  of  the  thing. 

Before  setting  out  for  our  evening  ride,  Francesco 
brought  his  little  boy  Carminello  for  our  inspection  and 
admìration.  There  was  to  be  a  religious  procession  in 
the  town,  and  the  child,  who  was  about  four  years  olcL 
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was  to  be  one  of  the  u  angels  he  was  full  dressed  for 
the  occasion,  and  as  his  "angelic"  attire  was  rather 
novel  to  our  ideas,  I  will  try  to  describe  it. 

His  headgear  was  a  military-looking  helmet,  this 
martial  appearance  being  subdued  and  softened  by  a  pair 
of  wings  attached  to  the  shoulders,  made  of  the  com- 
monest  blue  paper,  slightly  painted  on  the  outside  to 
represent  feathers,  while  a  lace  scarf  was  passed  across 
the  breast  and  tied  under  the  left  arra.  A  ruche  of  net 
round  the  shoulders,  fastening  in  a  point  at  the  waist 
with  a  bow,  formed  the  border  of  a  breast-plate,  com- 
posed  of  gold  chains,  lockets,  rings,  and  those  ponderous 
ear-rings  worn  by  the  peasant  women  on  gala  occasion s. 
His  poor  little  arras  were  also  entirely  covered  with 
chains,  while  his  white  cotton  shoes  and  gaiters  were  tied 
with  innumerable  bows  of  blue  ribbon,  to  which  rings 
were  likewise  sewed,  these  trinkets  being  borrowed  from 
ali  the  neighbours  for  so  felicitous  an  occasion.  I  must 
not  for^et  to  mention  the  crème  de  la  crème  in  this  cos- 
tume,  viz.,  Mach  silk  shorts! 

Perhaps  John  Bull  is  laughing  at  such  an  absurdity, 
or  is  angry  with  me  for  inventing  such  stories  for  his 
edification  ;  but,  dear  friend,  it  is  no  invention,  but  a  sad 
truth.  I  repeat,  a  sad  truth,  because  these  poor  babies 
thus  heavily  laden  with  ornaments,  and  often  bare- 
headed,  are  dragged  about  the  streets  by  their  proud 
parents,  under  a  broiling  midsummer  sun,  with  no 
thought  for  their  lives  or  poor  little  brains,  which  would 
only  be  sacrificed  in  a  praiseworthy  cause,  while  the 
child's  place  in  the  family  would  be  filled  immediately 
by  a  foundling  from  the  Annunziata,  a  child  of  the  Holy 
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Virgin,  as  these  unfortunates  are  called,  the  work  being 
thus  doubly  laudable  ! 

At  La  Cava  these  processione,  for  a  wonder,  take  place 
at  night,  but  at  Naples  this  is  rarely  the  case,  and  it  has 
made  my  heart  ache  to  see  the  poor  tottering  children, 
carrying  a  heavy  bouquet  besides,  parading  the  burning 
streets  at  noon  !  Oh  !  is  not  this  "  to  cause  their  sons 
and  their  daughters  to  pass  through  the  fire  unto 
Molech  ;  which  I  commanded  them  not,  neither  carne  it 
into  my  mind,  that  they  should  do  this  abominatìon."* 

How  is  such  a  deed  regarded  by  the  gentle  Saviour, 
who  "  took  them  up  in  His  arms,  put  His  hands  upon 
them,  and  blessed  them"?-f- 

We  rode  through  Cava  to  Pregiata,  a  pretty  village 
at  the  foot  of  Monte  Castello,  passing  the  large  Capuchin 
monastery  011  our  way. 

There  is  a  wide  terrace  in  front  of  the  village  church 
affording  a  good  view  of  the  western  side  of  the  valley, 
Monte  Finestra,  Monte  St»  Martino  (so  called  from  a 
hermitage  on  the  summit),  and  Nocera  to  the  north.  A 
high  sugar-loaf  hill,  resembling  Monte  Castello,  is  sur- 
mounted  by  the  Castle  of  Mater  Domini,  and  at  its  foot 
lies  the  scene  of  an  annual  festa,  called  Mater  Dei,  a  vil- 
lage where  the  people  pass  the  night  eating  and  clrinking, 
praying  and  singing,  in  a  most  extraordinary  fashion,  I 
I  am  told — more  like  a  "  love  feast  "  than  aught  else,  I  - 
fancy  ! 

Directly  opposite  us  we  noticed  the  excellent  Hotel, 
standing  in  a  nice  garden,  and  situated  a  short  distance 
from  the  town,  but  its  proximity  to  the  road,  which  is 
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always  anele -deep  in  dust,  makes  Donna  Rosina's  board- 
ing- house  at  Castagneto  far  preferable  as  a  country  resi- 
dence, surrounded  as  it  ìs  by  shady  lanes  and  beautiful 
scenery.  At  Pregiata,  the  owner  of  the  hotel  has  a  pri- 
vate house,  which  is  quite  a  show  place,  and  really  must 
be  a  delightful  residence,  having  gardens  and  terraces, 
fountains,  and  colonnades,  and  ali  the  agrémens  which 
we  attribute  to  Italian  villas,  and  which,  in  reality,  they 
so  seldom  possess  ! 

The  lane  leading  to  the  village  was  bordered  by 
hedges,  and  level,  and  in  this  vicinity  we  saw  many  good 
houses,  which  are  usually  let  to  foreigners  for  the 
summer  season.  But  Castagneto,  from  being  much  more 
elevated  and  sheltered  from  the  sun  by  Monte  Finestra 
and  other  peaks,  is  much  cooler,  wrhile  the  opposite  side 
of  the  valley  receives  its  latest  rays,  with  no  hope  of 
escape. 

As  it  was  a  lovely,  moonlight  night,  we  did  not  care 
to  hasten  home,  but  after  refreshing  ourselves  with  ices, 
we  lingered  to  see  the  illuminations,  and  slowly  walked 
our  steeds  through  the  mass  of  human  beino-s  which  now 
thronged  the  Street.  A  Neapolitan  crowd,  unlike  an 
English  one,  is  verj  orderly,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  see  the 
happy  family  groups  in  gala  attire,  enjoying  the  gay 
scene  with  a  quiet  pleasure,  the  husband  carrying  the 
baby,  while  a  few  more  piccaninnies  hang  on  to  the 
mother's  skirts.  Parties  were  seated  at  the  shop-doors 
exchanging  greetings  and  witticisms  with  their  passing 
friends,  while  smartly  dressed  ladies  occupied  the  balco- 
nies,  and  gave  smiles  and  languishing  glances  to  the 
dandies  who  paraded  below. 

We  progressed  slowly  and  cautiously,  till  we  reached 
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the  narrowest  part  of  thè  Street  at  the  Ohurch  of  the 
Purgatorio,  when,  to  our  dismay,  we  saw  the  procession 
advancing,  with  bands  of  music,  crosses,  and  flags. 
Here  we  were  brought  to  a  full  stop  behind  a  cart, 
arrested  in  front,  and  at  the  same  moment  Madame  de 

B  's  carriage  drove  up  from  behind.    M   rode 

up  to  her  and  entered  into  conversation,  while  the 
guide  held  my  bridle,  and  for  a  time  ali  went  well,  till 
the  Saint  approached,  preceded  by  another  band,  when 
my  ti  resome  animai,  frightened  by  the  music,  grew 
restive,  and  resisting  ali  the  man's  efforts  to  hold  him 
in,  moved  into  the  centre  of  the  procession,  and  then 
commenced  backing,  till  I  felt  the  comfortable  sensation 
of  our  friend's  carriage-pole  pressing  against  my  back. 
This  set  her  horses  dancing,  and  though,  thank  God! 
I  escaped  unhurt,  I  was  alarmed,  I  confess,  more  lest 
the  soldiers  and  priests  should  be  iudignant  at  my 
impeding  the  Saint's  progress,  and  proceed  to  take 
summary  vengeance  on  the  base  "heretic,"  than  from 
fear  of  any  injury  from  the  horses.  I  did  not  think 
of  them,  but  as  I  looked  at-  the  ecclesiastics,  visions  of 
auto  da  fè's  rose  up  in  my  imagination  in  quick  suc- 

cession,  and  Madame  de  B          heightened  the  general 

effect  by  standing  up  in  her  carriage,  throwing  her 
arms  aloft,  and  screaming  ! 

I  saw  little  Carminello  in  ali  Iris  glory,  accompanied 
by  his  father  and  godmother,  the  mother  remaining  at 
home  to  mind  household  matters.  The  poor  child  looked 
oppressed  and  half  frightened,  and  his  parent  very  proud 
and  happy. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

This  evening,  mounted  on  donkeys,  we  jogged  on  at  a 
sleepy  pace  towards  La  Grotta.  Tlie  day  had  been  a 
hot  one,  and  man  and  beast  alike  felt  its  influence  ;  but 
although  it  required  an  effort  even  to  move,  we  deter» 
mined  to  make  it  to  reach  the  hill  tops,  and  were  amply 
repaid  for  our  heroism,  by  a  cooler  atmosphere  and  a 
pleasant  ride. 

As  we  neared  the  chapel  of  the  Avvocatella,  I  noticed 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  ravine,  a  needle-shaped, 
barren  piece  of  rock,  jutting  up  abruptly  from  amongst 
the  .  brushwood  and  myrtle.  I  pointed  it  out  to  my 
companion,  who  said  he  had  before  remarked  it,  and  had 
even  named  it  the  "  Devil's  Pulpit,"  to  the  consternation 
of  his  donkey  boy,  for  whose  edification  he  thereupon 
composed  a  marvellous  legend  respecting  it,  which  is 
doubtless  now  related  as  historical  and  authentic.  There 
is  a  platform  behind,  and  a  clear  voice  would  be  dis-- 
tinctly  heard  from  our  side  of  the  valley,  the  ravine 
forming  a  grand  amphitheatre  to  this  naturai  rostrum. 
It  would  be  a  romantic  scene  for  one  of  the  present 
revivals,  almost  as  striking  as  the  one  which  Pompeii 
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witnessed  in  1848,  when  the  seats  and  arena  of  its 
ruined  and  heathen  ara phith eatre  were  filled  by  a  Chris- 
tian multitude,  kneeling  to  receive  the  benediction  of 
Pius  IX. 

We  rounded  La  Grotta,  and  commenced  ascending 
the  green  path,  passing  a  roadside  chapel  where  a  party 
of  peasants  were  resting  from  their  heavy  burthens,  some 
of  them  praying  earnestly,  the  others  gazing  with  inqui- 
sitive eyes  at  the  Ingresi.  We  looked  down  on  the 
Devii's  Pulpit,  and  examined  the  platform,  while  our 
guide,  the  sanie  who  had  been  previously  enìightened  as 
to  its  history,  looked  on  wonderingly.  We  rode  through 
the  sweet-scented  woods,  green  with  myrtle,  pink  with 
eyclamen,  and  reached  first  St.  Bominico,  a  poor,  dirty 
village,  and  soon  after  Dragonea,  also  sufncieutly  fìlthy 
and  squalid,  but  one  of  the  earliest  settlements  in  the 
neighbourhood,  having  been  in  existence  since  A.D.  848  ;* 
a  wonderful  story  is  likewise  related  concerning  it,  which 
is  credited,  like  ali  other  marvels,  by  the  faithful. 

The  anonymous  biographer  of  the  lives  of  the  four 
first  abbots  of  the  Trinità,  i.e.,  St.  Alferio,  St.  Leone, 
St.  Pietro,  and  St.  Costabile,  mentions  that  a  serpent 
of  immense  size  dwelt  in  a  cave  not  far  from  the 
monastery,  causing  extreme  terror  to  the  neighbour- 
hood, whereupon  St.  Leone  destroyed  it,  more  by  the 
power  of  his  orations,  than  by  his  hand.  This  is  like- 
wise noticed  by  Polverino,  f  and  the  author  of  the 
modem  epitaph  on  the  saint's  tomb  alludes  to  it,  stat- 
ing,  "  Hic  terribile  mostrimi  peremit." 

Most  probably  Dragonea  may  have  been  corrupted 
from  Trasbonea,  across  Bunea. 

*  Casaburi,  cap.  v.,  p.  99.      f  Polverino,  ii.,  pp.  55  and  139. 
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It  possesses  a  large  church,  St.  Pietro,  standing  high 
on  a  terrace,  approached  by  a  long  flight  of  st-eps  ;  this 
we  could  not  enter,  the  doors  being  locked,  but  the 
terrace  afforded  a  most  extended  view,  quite  a  panorama 
of  the  surrounding  country,  while  the  valley  presented 
the  novel  appearance  of  a  plain,  owirig,  I  suppose,  to 
our  being  so  elevated.  Monte  Finestra  appeared  almost 
near  enough  to  touch,  while  the  light  gleamed  bright 
like  an  a  fixed  star,  through  the  window  at  its  summit. 

As  we  proceeded  slowly  through  the  hamlet,  the  don- 
keys  sliding  miserably  over  the  steps,  which  are  Constant 
in  these  mountain  paths,  we  heard  a  great  noise  behind 
us,  and  looking  round,  perceived  a  mob,  and  our  guide 
amongst  the  most  clamorous.  On  asking  the  reason,  he 
exclaimed, 

"  Sono  assassini,  'ustrissimi  !" 

This  brought  us  to  a  sudden  halt  to  seek  an  explana- 
tion,  and  guard  against  such  a  foe,  but  ali  we  could  learn 
was,  that  a  boy  had  thrown  a  stone  at  our  lad,  who  then 
ran  for  his  life,  screaming  Out  assassini  !  Shaking  his 
hand  threateningly  at  the  peasants,  who  collected  like 
flies  round  a  drop  of  honey,  he  assured  them  they  should 
be  remembered,  when  their  dark  visages  grew  blacker, 
and  muttered  words  became  more  audible,  till,  remem- 
bering  that 

"  The  better  part  of  valour  is  discretion," 

we  drove  the  lad  on  before  us,  and  quitted  the  paese  in 
an  ignominious  retreat. 

Such  squabbles  are  of  Constant  occurrence  :  the  veriest 
trifle  will  lead  to  words,  and  then  the  revengeful, 
cowardly  spiri  t  of  the  Neapolitan  will  not  rest  till  the 
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knife  has  done  its  work,  or  a  whispered  calumny  has 
denounced  his  victim  to  the  law.  Each  hamlet  re^ards 
its  neighbour  as  a  foreign  country  ;  there  is  no  sympathy 
or  friendliness  between  the  inhabitants  of  either,  no 
confidence,  no  truth.  If  you  ask  a  peasant  if  he  belong 
to  Cava,  he  will  probably  give  an  indignant  reply,  and 
announce  that  his  paese  is  at  sudi  a  place,  perhaps 
within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  town.  And  this  feeling 
extends  beyond  the  country  :  what  can  equal  the  intense 
hatred  of  the  Neapolitan  for  his  Sicilian  brother,  or  the 
conterapt  with  which  the  latter  regards  himS  How 
impossible  it  is  to  have  servants  of  different  Italian 
nationalities — what  quarrelling  and  jealousy  ensue,  if 
the  trial  be  made  ! 

I  recollect  that  one  day  at  Naples,  we  drove  to  the 
end  of  the  beautiful  Strada  Nuova,  a  Posilippo,  where 
the  plain  of  Bagnoli,  the  islands  of  Ischia  and  Procida, 
and  the  point  concealing  Pozzuoli,  open  on  the  sight  of 
the  enchanted  spectator.  Leaving  our  carriage  here,  we 
ascended  a  narrow  patii  leading  to  the  crest  of  the  moun- 
tain, in  order  to  secure  a  better  view  embracing  Naples' 
Bay  likewise.  Wishing  to  descend  by  another  way,  a 
country  man  accompanied  us  to  unlock  a  gate,  and  in  two 
minutes  the  Neapolitan  discovered  that  our  servant  was 
a  Roman,  and  high  words  immecliately  ensued,  to  our 
intense  vexation,  as  not  even  respect  for  our  presence, 
nor  our  own  injunctions,  availed  to  restrain  the  vocabu- 
lary  of  the  Pope's  subject.  Is  not  ali  this  inconsistent 
with  Italian  unity  and  fraternity  ?  Such  speculations 
sound  well,  nobly  in  theory,  but  will  they  eventually 
be  heartily  carried  out  in  practice  ?    I  doubt  it. 

Soon  after  quitting  Dragonea,  we  reached  another 
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church,  at  a  hamlet  called  Benincase,  one  of  the  eyries 
seen  from  the  sea,  embosomed  in  olive  trees.  The  Cavesi 
have  the  good  taste  to  build  their  chapels  always  in  the 
best  situations,  commanding  the  most  extensive  views  ; 
and  being  usually  provided  with  a  terrace  and  benches, 
the  villagers  collect  there  on  fine  evenings,  when  their 
labours  are  ended,  to  enjoy  their  chat,  and  the  nien  their 
pipes.  Here  we  also  halted  to  look  around  us,  and  fur- 
nish  food  for  their  curiosi  ty  and  remarks. 

We  had  a  fall  view  of  the  beautiful  gulf,  bounded  by 
Ponte  di  Licosa;  the  distant  Apennines  looked  clearer 
than  I  ever  before  saw  them,  the  slanting  rays  of  the 
sun  gilding  their  tops,  and  casting  on  the  nearer  ranges 
those  lights  and  shadows,  and  lilac  tints,  which  only  the 
clear  atmosphere  of  Italy  can  produce.  However,  I 
failed  to  appreciate  these  beauties  as  much  as  usuai,  for 
after  some  search,  the  glass  had  rested  on  the  temples 
at  Psestum.  Yes,  there  they  stood,  in  their  solitary 
grandeur,  their  venerable  columns  looking  red  in  the 
setting  sun,  and  the  low  plain,  spreading  far  and  wide, 
isolating  them  from  human  habitations — 

"  Il  marmo  solitario 
Par  che  deplori  i  danni, 
Che  sol  da  lui  rimasero 
Con  pietà  ingiusta  gli  anni." 

The  tempie  of  Neptune  and  the  Basilica  I  saw  dis- 
tinctly,  though  fìve-and-twenty  miles  werebetween  us, 
but  the  tempie  of  Ceres,  being  smaller,  I  could  not 
discern.  Their  size  astonishes  one,  even  at  this  distance; 
like  the  Pyramids  of  Egypt,  they  are  mysterious  monu™ 
ments  of  departed  magnificence  ! 

p  2 
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When  our  eyes  were  strained  with  gazing,  we  resumed 
our  ride,  looking  over  Baite  and  Vietri.  Descending  by 
a  steep,  zig-zag  patii,  down  the  steps  of  which  the 
donkey  jolted,  putting  every  nerve  in  my  body  on  the 
rack,  we  reached  Molino,  and  passed  dose  to  the  old 
aqueduct,  which,  as  no  one  knows  when  it  was  con- 
structed,  nor  by  whom,  is  said  to  be  the  work  of  bis 
satanic  majesty,  who  makes  it  his  favourite  promenade 
every  night.  Close  to  it,  on  the  hill-side,  is  a  pretty 
little  pink  cottage,  and  on  our  remarking  it,  the  donkey 
boy  drew  nearer  to  us,  and,  with  a  mysterious  sotto  voce, 
told  us  it  was  the  sanie  gentleman's  place  of  residence, 
and  deserted  by  man.  He  proceeded  to  recount  mar- 
vellous  stories  respecting  it — of  the  Windows  being  open 
at  night,  and  noises  heard,  and  lights  seen,  and — 

"  "Ustrissimo  !  I  myself  saw  a  white  figure  on  the 
bridge  two  years  ago.  A  beautiful  lady,  who  is  often 
seen  there  in  the  dusk  !" 

To  this  my  companion  listened  with  imperturbable 
gravity,  giving  sundry  exclamations  of  amazement  and 
terror,  whereas  I  kept  behind,  as  I  could  not  so  well 
answer  for  a  proper  seriousness. 

We  traversed  the  rocky  Street  of  Molino,  and  entered 
Pope  Urban's  Lane,  and  here  my  assinine  charger  played 
me  a  trick  ;  wishing  for  some  wild  flowers,  a  species  of 
likeness,  with  acacia-like  scent,  which  hung  over  the 
road  in  pink  clusters,  I  desired  the  guide  to  procure 
some  ;  he  scrambled  up  the  high  bank,  and  then  found 
he  could  not  return  without  making  a  detour.  Perceiv- 
ing  his  master  absent,  my  friend,  the  donkey,  stood 
stock  stili,  the  other,  on  the  contrary,  resisted  every 
effort  to  restrain  it,  and  started  off  with  its  angry  rider, 
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leaving  me  to  my  vaili  attempts  to  get  up  a  true  Neapo- 
litan  "ar-rah!"  which  the  brute  knew  well  enougli  was 
but  a  sliani  Anglo-imitation.  Some  passing  conntrvmen 
then  commenced  belabouring  the  obstinate  animai,  but 
it  stirred  uot  an  indi,  and  I  should  have  remained  there 
till  now,  had  not  the  distant  voice  of  the  guide  in  ade 
itself  heard  "  over  the  hills  and  far  away,"  when  the 
lono*  ears  were  cocked  forward,  and  a^ain  we  started  on 
our  travels  home. 
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OHAPTER  XIII. 

These  good  people  think  that  ali  the  fowls  of  the  air 
are  equally  good  for  the  table,  and  as  Don  Felice  is 
allowed  a  gun,  he  perambulates  the  neighbourhood,  pop- 
ping  right  and  left,  and  even  bringing  down  poor  little 
robin  redbreasts  without  the  srnallest  compunction.  Oc- 
easionally,  in  his  ardour  for  the  sport,  he  sends  a  few 
slugs  into  our  rooms,  and  I  was  lately  startled  from  a 
book  I  was  reading  by  a  sharp  crack,  followed  by  a 
rattling  shower  on  the  floor,  so  that  had  I  been  sitting 
at  the  open  window,  he  might  bave  turned  an  English 
beri  tic  to  account  for  culinary  purposes. 

The  0 — — s  send  us  in  presents  from  the  sportsman's 
bag,  plomp  little  beccafiche,  which  are  beyond  praise, 
and  nondescripts  that  taste  very  well,  though  one  knows 
noi  their  birth  and  parentage.  At  Capri,  I  believe 
woodcocks  are  so  plentiful  during  the  season,  that  the 
natives  almost  live  on  them,  like  the  Irish  on  their 
potatoes,  and  but  for  them  they  would  be  hard  put  to  it 
sometimes  for  provisions,  when  stormy  seas  interrupt 
communication  with  Naples,  from  whence  ali  their  sup- 
plì es  are  drawn. 
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As  to  fìsb,  the  red  nmllet  are  superexcellent,  as  are 
also  whitings  and  soles,  but  we  decline  becoming  ac- 
quainted  with  any  of  their  wonders  of  the  deep.  The 
long  arms  of  the  cuttle-fish,  fried,  forni  a  favourite  dish 
of  theirs,  and  thej  also  feast  on  alici  (anchovy),  but  at 
Christmas  the  whole  nation  is  invalided,  from  being 
glutted  with  enormous  oily  eels  !  One  cannot  walk  in 
the  streets  then,  for  these  slippeiy  horrors,  wriggling 
about  in  ali  direclions,  and  fumes  of  fried  apodes  pervade 
one's  house,  because  ali  the  servants  are  holding  gay 
revel  likewise.  The  sanie  thing  occurs  at  Easter,  and 
an  English  chemist  showed  us  two  immense  barrels  of 
magnesia,  provided  half-yearly  against  these  festivals, 
which  are  rapidly  emptied  !  The  tunny  and  swordtish 
are  thought  mudi  of,  but  to  us  they  taste  too  meati/,  to 
coin  a  word.  The  rombo,  answering  to  our  brill,  the 
dentice,  and  spinola,  are  decidedly  the  delicacies  of  the 
fìshmarket,  though  the  quality  and  size  of  the  triglia, 
which  often  weigh  two  pounds,  make  them  much  sought 
after  by  English  gourmands,  while  the  alici,  when  very 
small,  are  equal  to  the  famous  whitebait. 

Such  people  as  the  0  s  live  principally  upon  fish 

and  maccaroni,  commencing  their  dinner  with  the  latter, 
heaped  pyramid  fashion  in  their  soup-plates,  when  every 
atom  vanishes  before  another  dish  is  brought  in.  I 
recollect  one  of  our  party  dining  with  some  respectable 
Vietri  landowners,  and  though  possessing  a  John  Bull 
appetite,  he  found  the  pile  of  "  tobacco  pipes"  (as  we 
once  heard  it  called  by  a  naval  lieutenant's  wife)  was 
beyond  his  powers,  as  a  beginning  ;  but  such  a  storni  o^ 
exclamations  and  regrets  arose,  on  his  desisting  after  a 
time,  that  he  perceived  he  had  been  sadìy  wanting  in 
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good  manners  not  to  eat  the  whole  !  It  is  most  fre- 
quently  dressed  with  tornato  sauce  and  cheese,  or  served 
as  ragout,  Le.,  with  a  rich  gravy.  They  al  so  like  it 
plain  boiled,  with  batter  and  grated  parmesan,  and  I 
can  assure  my  countrypeople  that  each  and  ali  these 
several  ways  of  cooking  good  Amalfi  maccaroni,  are  not 
to  be  despised  !  Their  fish  is  commonly  fried,  and  this 
ali  Italians  can  do  well,  as  they  employ  the  best  oil. 

The  minestra  is  a  common  dish,  and  consists  of  salt 
pork,  cnt  up  and  boiled  with  cabbages  and  onions,  or 
garlic,  fennel,  spinach,  chicory,  &c,  for  "ali  is  grist 
that  comes  to  their  mill,"  and  it  is  served  like  soup. 
They  eat  quantities  of  bread,  in  which  they  resemble  our 
neighbours  across  the  Channel.  An  old  French  gentle- 
man  once  opened  a  conversation  at  a  table  d'hóte  at 
Marseilles,  by  telling  me  that  we  English  never  eat 
bread.  I  assured  him  we  did,  in  reason,  though  not  to 
the  excess  of  his  countrymen,  who  are  somewhat  like 
schoolboys  that  are  promised  "  Whoever  shall  eat  most 
pudding  first,  shall  have  the  largest  share  of  meat  after- 
wards."  So  it  is  with  Jean  Crapaud  :  when  his  yard  of 
bread  is  ended  (equivalent  to  the  Neapolitan  pile  of 
maccaroni),  as  the  premier  pas,  he  has  earned  the  dishes 
that  are  to  follow,  if  he  have  any  appetite  remaining. 

The  Neapolitans  seldom  taste  meat,  and  have  but  two 
meals  a- day,  dinner  at  noon  and  supper  at  nine  or  ten. 
I  make  no  mention  of  oil,  ga,  va  sans  dire,  as  it  is  the 
foundation  of  ali  their  messes,  if  good  tant  mieux  ;  but 
the  lower  orders  are  equaliy  satisfied  with  that  which 
feeds  the  wicks  of  their  stone  lamps,  from  which  the 
lubrieant  for  the  festa's  hairdressing  is  likewise  obtained. 

By  the  way,  what  a  trving  process  of  adornment  is 
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the  latter  to  English  eyes  !  Most  of  the  women  ha  ve 
small  heads,  set  well  on  their  shoulders,  and  the  thick 
rolls  and  plaits  of  glossy  dark  hair  complete  their  classic 
appearance — but  then  one  shonld  never  see  the  prelimi- 
naries  !  First  the  searchings  by  friendly  neighbours, 
then  the  tuggings  at  the  long,  tangled  mass,  with  a 
wooden  eomb,  followed  by  the  contents  of  the  lamp 
emptied  on  the  devoted  head  ;  then  the  intricate  plaiting, 
and  finally  the  serpent-like  coil,  secnred  by  a  smart  comb, 
the  whole  to  remain  untonched  till  the  following  Sunday 
or  fète.  But,  oh  !  when  thus  adorned,  keep  this  beau- 
tiful looking  head  at  a  respectful  distance,  or  woe  to 
one's  tortured  nose  ! 

The  women  ali  act  barber  to  each  other  in  the  country, 
and  in  town  a  few  tornesi  are  paid  to  a  female  artiste  to 
secure  her  services  ;  even  our  old  housemaid,  who  has 
but  a  few  stray  hairs,  can  never  arrange  them  herself  ! 

But  to  return.  The  Cavesi  always  lay  up  a  store  of 
dried  fruits  for  winter  use:  Ovaì-shaped,  fiat -bottoni  ed, 
baskets  are  used  for  this  purpose,  and  filled  with  plums, 
figs,  tomatoes  halved,  melon  rinds,  and  capsicums  of 
which  they  are  very  fond.  These  are  placed  on  their 
balconies  or  house-tops,  to  obtain  ali  the  sun  possible, 
while  melons  are  hung  up  entire  round  their  Windows 
with  the  sanie  view. 

Tìiere  is  also  a  dreadful  kind  of  garlic  cake,  round  and 
fiat,  which  is  carried  about  the  town  for  sale  on  a  small 
table  ;  each  large  circle  is  divided  into  smaller  portions, 
and  the  purchaser  is  treated  to  pepper  and  salt,  dusted 
over  his  morsel  from  paper  twists.  Snail  broth  is  another 
of  their  dainties,  which  gourmands  argue  is  equal  in 
delicacy  to  the  French  favourite  hind  quarters  of  a  frog  ; 
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but  I  can  give  no  opinion  on  the  sùbject,  having  no  taste 
for  making  experiments.  I  will,  however,  acknowledge 
that  fresh  ricotta,  or  curds  made  of  goat's-milk  ;  caccia- 
cavallo,  a  cheese  produced  from  the  same  ;  a  lunch  of 
boiled  Indian  corn  ;  and  a  winter  evening's  feast  of 
pignoli,  by  a  good  fire,  in  which  the  fircones  are  roasting 
and  cracking,  are  ali  very  good  things. 

I  will  sum  up  this  long  account  of  eatables,  with 
honourable  mention  of  the  varied  and  exquisite  sweet- 
meats,  many  of  which  are  produced  at  convents,  and 

with  which  the  O  s  ply  us,  as  well  as  with  plates  of 

ripe  figs,  large  cherries,  and  more  vegetables  than  we 
could  eat  in  a  year  ! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

We  walked  into  the  Città  to  do  some  shopping,  a  high- 
sounding  word  in  this  part  of  the  world  ;  but  as  it  is 
proverbially  a  weakness  with  the  female  sex,  it  is  won- 
derfully  easy  to  find  excuses  for  gratifying  the  inclination 
even  in  such  a  place  as  Cava.  Besides  fresh  net  and 
ribbons,  for  the  famous  baby-caps  are  constantly  wanted, 
the  applications  are  so  numerous,  and  such  unanswerable 
arguments  are  adduced  why  "  Maria  Guiseppe  ought 
certainly  to  ha  ve  one  as  well  as  Lucia;"  and  then,  if 
Maddalena's  little  girl  is  treated  to  an  apron  for  having 
washed  her  face  two  days  running,  Antonia's  boy  is 
deserving  of  a  new  waistcoat  for  having  done  as  mudi 
by  his  feet  ! 

Whenever  we  go  out  or  return  home,  a  rush  is  made 
by  ali  the  children  to  kiss  our  hands  ;  so  we  have  come 
to  an  understanding  with  them  that  they  must  first  wash 
their  faces  and  hands,  at  least,  to  be  admitted  to  the 
privilege.  We  have  even  given  bits  of  soap  to  the  boys, 
and  despatched  them  with  it  to  the  fountain,  to  cleanse 
their  begrimed  little  feet  ;  wherefore,  they  no  sooner 
catch  sight  of  us  now  at  a  distance,  than  we  see  the 
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guilty  ones  besiege  the  well,  while  those  who  bave  an 
easy  conscience,  come  straight  towards  us,  proud  of  tbeir 
good  behaviour,  and  casting  contemptuous  glances  at 
their  less  fortunate  companions,  who  follow  more  slowly 
ali  red  and  dripping  from  the  water.  Many  of  them 
are  really  very  pretty,  with  their  round,  fair  faces,  bright 
eyes  and  curly  heads  ;  and  one  quite  longs,  first  to  put 
them  under  the  pump,  and  then  subject  them  to  a  storm 
of  kisses  ! 

You  will  interrupt  me  by  declaring  that  ali  this  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  shopping  expedition  in  question, 
but  I  beg  to  say  it  has,  and  a  great  deal  ;  for  1  have 
shown  cause  why  our  visit  to  the  Città  had  nothing  in 
common  with  petticoat  vanities  in  general,  but  only  to 
purchase  rewards  for  good  conduct. 

The  evening  was  cool  and  balmy,  a  gentle  breeze 
stirred  the  leaves  and  fanned  the  air,  and  even  the 
road  looked  less  dusty  and  parched  than  usuai.  The 
steps  of  the  little  roadside  chapel,  and  some  levelled 
trees  lying  on  the  sward,  were  crowded  with  the  blue- 
coated  boys  of  the  Trinità  College,  with  a  few  of  their 
black  seniors  intermingled  with  them,  enjoying  a  sight  of 
the  world.  Some  fashionables  were  driving  slowly  over 
the  bridge  and  through  the  town,  stopping  sometimes 
to  converse  with  the  monks  or  their  friends,  and  a 
dozen  or  two  of  dandies  were  idling  about,  sitting  on 
the  benches  of  the  bridge,  or  parading  under  the  Win- 
dows of  their  charmers. 

Seated  on  a  rush-bottomed  chair  opposite  the  Hos- 
pital, we  saw  poor  Don  Matteo  C  ,  the  priest,  look- 

ing  patience  personified,  as  he  held  a  waiter  containing 
n  sprinkliug  of  coppers  :  we  exchanged  a  few  words, 
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and  then  proceeded  on  our  way,  thinking  he  was  col- 
lecting  for  the  Madonna.  We  entered  the  dingy  town 
and  dingier  shops,  had  our  ears  cracked  by  the  screech- 
ing  voices  of  the-  shopwomen  as  they  shouted, 

"  Ohe  de,  ritto  ?"  (Neapolitan  for  che  mete  detto, 
everything  being  inghiottito,  but  the  primary  che,  and 
the  final  syllable  to,)  in  reply  to  our  solicitations  ;  and 
argued  the  men  into  treating  us  to  a  scrap  of  paper  in 
which  to  wrap  our  purchases,  asking  them  how  they 
could  be  such  mLsers,  and  telling  the  wives  their  belle 
facete  ought  to  denote  better  tempers  and  in  annera. 
Hereupon  they  laughed,  and  said,  the  whole  shop  was  at 
our  service  to  take  what  we  liked. 

"  Thank  you  ;  then  we  will  help  ourselves,  silice  you 
are  so  generously  inclined  of  a  sudden." 

"  Ah  !  'cellenza,  fate  come  volete  V  and  sunshine  suc- 
ceeded  to  the  threatening  clouds. 

We  hurried  out  of  the  stuffy  Street  as  quickly  as 
possible,  and  again  spied  the  poor  curate  patiently  hoping 
for  contributions.  How  would  one  of  our  reverends  like 
to  sit  in  the  open  Street  with  a  piate  in  his  hand  ? 

We  inquired  what  he  was  collecting  for,  and  hearing  it 
was  for  the  poor  and  sick  at  the  Tnfirmary,  we  added  our 
mite,  when  I  laughed,  and  said, 

"  Moneta  eretica  !" 

How  he  coloured  and  disclaimed  any  such  idea,  and 
looked  awkward  and  conscious,  while  a  priest,  who  was 
conversing  with  him  when  we  carne  up,  smiled  merrily 
at  his  confusion  ! 

Once,  at  Naples,  a  monk  begged  of  us  :  laughingly  we 
rejoined  we  were  heretics  ;  he  stòpped  not,  but  quickly 
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crossing  himself,  proceeded  out  of  harm^s  way.  He  was 
followed  by  another. 

"  How  can  you  ask  alms  of  heretics  V1 

"  Ah  !  signori  miei,  ma  la  moneta  è  sempre  buona  !" 

Slowly  we  mounted  the  hill  011  our  return  ;  the  evening 
was  delicious,  "  most  cairn,  most  bright,"  and  we  were 
tempted  to  loiter.  Soon  the  priest  overtook  us,  his 
penance  ended,  and  we  walked  on  together. 

"  Vi  giova  Paria  di  Cava  V  he  began. 

We  gratified  him  by  assuring  him  of  the  healthiness 
of  the  air,  and  our  admiration  of  the  beautiful  country  ; 
twenty  times  a  day  the  Cavesi  ask  us  if  the  air  agrees 
with  us,  so  the  answer  carne  readily  enough.  He  pro- 
ceeded to  question  us  as  to  our  sightseeing,  when  I  men- 
tioned  our  recent  ride  to  Dragonea,  the  factious  spirit  of 
our  donkey-boy, 

"  And,"  I  added,  "  we  were  amused  at  his  credulity, 
in  believing  some  marvellous  ghost  stories,  which  he 
related  to  us  about  the  old  aqueduct  near  Molino,  and  a 
certain  pink  house  overlooking  it." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  priest,  and  I  perceived  that  his  look  and 
tone  changed  as  he  spoke,  from  "  light  to  grave."  "  Yes, 
the  aqueduct  is  of  so  old  a  date,  that  no  one  really  knows 
the  time  of  its  erection;  a  certain  air  of  mystery  seems, 
therefore,  attached  to  it,  which  is  handed  down  among 
the  peasantry  from  father  to  son,  who  firmly  believe  the 
supernatural  tales  they  recount  ;  somehow,  the  little 
house  you  mentioned  has  got  mixed  up  with  this  super- 
stition,  and  both  are  equally  regarded  with  fear  and 
dread.  However,  without  discussing  the  grounds  of  such 
a  belief,  an  event  occurred  in  the  family  of  my  relations, 
closely  connected  with  this  ruin  and  the  cottage,  which 
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has,  if  possible,  increased  the  awe  witli  which  they  were 
before  looked  upon5  and  if  you  like  to  liear  the  story,  I 

will  relate  it,  as  it  is  stili  early.    Here  is  Casa  0  , 

the  family  residence.  Shall  we  rest  on  this  bench  for 
awhile?" 

We  thanked  hira  warmly,  and  gladly  accepted  his 
offer,  seating  ourselves  at  the  same  time  on  the  stone 
bench  at  the  entrance  of  the  villa.  After  a  pause,  Don 
Matteo  began  his  tale  as  follows  : — 

(Instead  of  translating  the  priest's  Italian  literally, 
which  would  sound  too  formai  and  uninteresting,  by 
losing  the  beauty  of  his  own  language,  I  will  give  ali  the 
substance  of  his  story  in  my  own  words,  and  only  hope 
it  may  interest  my  readers  as  much  as  it  did  us.) 
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OHAPTEll  XV. 

THE    PRIEST'S  STORY. 

"  Believe  not  much  them,  that  seem  to  despise  riches." 

Lord  Bacon's  Essays. 

Half  a  century  ago,  the  leading  families  in  the  pro- 
vince of  Salerno  and  the  city  of  La  Cava,  were  those  of 

the  Barone  di  A  i,  and  the  Conte  di  C  e.  These 

two  nobles  were  the  suns  round  which  ali  the  lesser 
lights  revolved  at  a  respectful,  almost  humble  distance, 
as  if  to  deprecate  their  own  insignificance,  and  admire 
the  great  meh's  condescension  in  tolerating  their  society 
and  adorati  on. 

Thus  is  it  ever  that  wealth  and  position,  whether 
accompanied  by  virtue  or  not,  command  the  homage  of 
the  world;  thus  is  it  that  the  rich  man  can  do  no  wrong; 
that  his  actìons  and  words  cali  forth  applause  and  loud 
assent,  while  his  "  shallow  wit  "  summons  the  ready 
laugh — his  sigli,  the  synipathizing  tear  !  -And  why  is 
this  1 

But  few  can  hope  through  adulation  and  blind  obedi- 
ence  to  profit  by  his  wealth,  and  his  prosperity  can  neither 
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make  another  free  from  heartache,  nor  smooth  the  pillow 
at  ni^ht  to  a  throbbin^  head. 

The  luxurious  carriage  in  which  Dives  reclines  at  ease, 
affords  no  comforts  to  the  Lazarus  that  trudges  footsore 
along  the  dusty  road  ;  the  many  footmen  in  gaudy  live- 
ries  that  attend  the  rich  man's  slightest  behest,  and 
forestal  his  scarce-uttered  desire,  can  be  of  little  profit  to 
the  gentleman  whose  poverty  will  allow  of  no  attendant  ! 
Wherefore,  then,  shonld  either  command  the  sacrifice  of 
independence  and  integrity,  or  cali  forth  so  much 
worship  ? 

And  yet  the  "Spectator"  concludes  his  instructions 
in  the  art  of  pleasing,  by  summing  up,  in  two  words,  ali 
that  had  gone  before  :  "  Be  rich  !" 

"  Nach  Golde  dràngt 

Am  Golde  hangt 

Doch  Ailes  !  Ach  wir  Armen  !" 

Equals  in  wealth  and  social  position,  Don  Rodrigo 

A  i  and  Don  Cesareo  0  —e,  were  declared  rivals  ; 

their  animosity  and  aversion  were  unconquerable,  heir- 
looms  handed  down  to  each  by  a  goodly  line  of  ancestors. 
Yet  the  guilt  of  fostering  such  a  heritage,  lay  rather 
with  the   former  noble,  than   with  the  latter.  Don 
Cesareo  was  a  haughty  man,  proud  of  his  influence — of 
his  old  family  name  and  rich  estates,  extending  far  and 
wide  over  the  fertile  vine  country  of  St.  Severino,  and 
proving  to  him  a  mine  of  gold.    But  none  bore  him  ill- 
will  for  his  prosperity,  no  breath  was  uttered  against  his 
good  name,  no  muttered  curse  followed  him  as  he  passed 
by.    He  was  reserved,  and  perhaps  cold  in  his  manners, 
but  he  was  an  upright ,  honourable  man,  respected  by  his 
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neighbours,  and  esteemed  by  hia  family.  His  charities 
were  numerons  and  unostentatious,  his  labourers  vrere 
cared  for,  his  tenauts  thriving  :  truly,  he  was  worthy  of 
the  smiles  of  fortune  ! 

His  wife,  an  amiable,  gentle  woman,  of  a  high  Xeapo- 
litan  family,  had  died  soon  after  giving  birth  to  a  girl, 
who  inherited  her  mother's  feeble  health,  and  whose 
intellects  besides  were  saclly  impaired.  She  lived,  bui 
could  prove  of  little  comfort  to  her  father  in  his  old  age. 
There  were  also  two  sons  :  the  elder,  Errico,  had  no 
profession.  but  joined  the  swelling  ranks  of  young  nobles, 
who  daily  thronged  the  Toledo  at  Naples  ;  the  second, 
Alfonso,  was  in  the  army.  Both  these  young  men  were 
high-spirited  and  brave,  generous  with  their  money, 
open-hearted  to  their  friends,  and  respectful  and  courteous 
in  their  demeanour  towards  women.  with  whom  they 
were  great  favourites,  and  justly  so. 

Alfonso  was  tali,  with  a  slight,  but  nervous  and 
symmetrical  figure.  His  dark,  curling  locks.  and  speak- 
ing  Italian  eyes,  committed  Constant  havoc  on  the  hearts 
of  his  too  sensitive  country  women  ;  but  as  yet  he  had 
evinced  no  preference  for  any  one,  and  the  sparkling 
Eosa,  and  the  languishing  Teresa,  alike  gave  up  the 
contest,  rather  than 

"  Waste  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air." 

His  friends  laughed  at  him  for  being  proof  against  such 
charms,  and  taunted  him  with  coldness  and  bad  taste, 
while  Errico,  who  was  for  ever  falling  in  love,  and  fallino- 
out  of  it  again,  alternately  inveighed  against  his  un- 
impassioned  nature,  or  sought  his  sympathy  when 
cursino-  the  fickleness  of  the  sex. 
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Don  Rodrigo's  ménage  was  very  different  :  he  also 
was  proud,  but  imperious  as  well,  and  insolent  and  con- 
temptuous  towards  his  equals,  while  treating  his  unhappy 
domestics  and  inferiors  like  the  scum  of  the  earth.  None 
dared  to  contradict  him,  his  will  was  law,  and  his  pas- 
sionate temper,  his  great  riches,  and  extensive  possessions 
in  the  fertile  valley  of  Cava,  secured  him  a  questionale 
sort  of  respect. 

His  poor  wife,  Donna  Marianna,  never  attempted  to 
interfere,  or  turn  him  from  any  stern  determination  ;  she 
knew  her  place  too  well,  and  seated  with  her  feet  on  her 
brazier,  and  hands  muffled  in  her  shawl,  she  passed  away 
whole  hours  chattering  with  some  dear  friend,  or  lament- 
ing  her  hard  lot  to  the  old  crone  who  had  been  first  her 
own  nurse,  and  then  her  chikTs,  and  finally  had  been 
elevated  to  the  rank  of  housekeeper.  Such  old  domestics 
are  constali tly  found  in  Italian  households  :  the  wet- 
nurse  who  enters  the  family  a  blooming  young  woman, 
leaves  it  only  when  death  summons  her  ;  she  looks  on 
her  employers  children  as  her  own,  and  her  affection 
and  faithful  service  are  repaid  by  real  attachment  and 
care. 

Don  Rodrigo  had  but  one  child,  a  daughter,  a  grievous 
disappointment  in  a  land  where  sons  alone  are  valued, 
and  where  dowers  are  necessary  for  girls.  This  heightened 
the  ill-will  he  bore  Donna  Marianna,  for  in  the  Two 
Sicilies  these  helpmates  are  estimated  solely  through. 
their  children,  and  a  man  would  never  hesitate  to  sacri- 
fice  his  wife,  were  it  a  question  between  her  life  and  her 
infant's  :  the  latter  is  his  own  flesh  and  blood,  whereas 
the  wife  is  nothiiig  to  him. 

Margherita,  the  daughter,  was  sent  at  a  tender  age  to 
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Naples,  to  be  educateci  at  the  Royal  Female  College  of  I 
Miracoli.  Here  she  was  to  remain  until  her  eighteenth 
year,  never  visiting  her  home  in  the  raeantime,  and 
issuing  only  twice  a  yearfrom  those  half  monastic  walls; 
namely,  one  day  in  October,  and  one  in  May,  when  the 
girls  are  taken  for  a  drive  into  the  country  in  numerous 
carriages.  On  royal  namedays  and  festas  they  are 
allowed  an  extra  dish  at  dinner,  and  once  or  twice  a  year 
they  have  a  public  dancing  day,  when  their  parents  and 
relations  are  suffered  to  be  present,  and  even  the  brothers 
are  tolerated.  This  is  a  grand  occasion,  the  patronesses 
of  the  school,  ladies  of  high  rank,  appointed  by  the 
Court,  are  then  present,  and  often  attended  the  dancing 
lessons,  at  which  the  old  Queen  Isabella,  Consort  of 
Francis  I.,  frequently  showed  herself,  taking  a  high 
interest  in  the  girls. 

Another  college  of  St.  Mergellina  is  conducted  on  the 
satne  pian,  but  the  former  takes  precedence.  The  girls 
ali  wear  a  kind  of  uniform,  different  coloured  gowns  and 
scarves  marking  their  standing  in  the  classes.  These 
schools  are  situated  in  the  old  town  of  Naples,  where 
the  narrow,  dirty  streets  contain  the  richest  palaces,  the 
most  costly  churches  and  convents  ;  they  have  beautiful 
gardens,  but  I  doubt  whether  English  school  girls 
would  look  at  anything  but  their  high  walls,  or  think 
this  paradise  other  than  a  prison. 

Nevertheless,  the  daughters  of  Neapolitan  nobles  and 
gentlemen  here  pass  away  their  fresh  girlhood,  and  are 
liberated  only  perhaps  to  be  married  to  a  man  they  have 
never  seen,  never  heard  of,  or  else  if  portionless  and 
plain,  or  making  one  among  many  daughters,  to  enjoy 
six  months''  intercourse  with  the  world,  to  be  shown 
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everything,  to  revel  witli  the  gay  est  in  carni  vai  time, 
and  then — oh  !  what  a  then  ! — to  cover  their  shorn  heads 
with  the  dark  veil,  and  make  those  dread  vows  of  self- 
immolation,  to  be  cancelled  only  in  the  grave  ! 

But  this  was  not  to  be  Margherita's  lot.  Spite  of  his 
disappointment  at  having  no  son  to  inherit  his  broad 
lands,  Don  Rodrigo  consoled  himself  by  planning  a  rich 
marriage  for  his  daughter,  and  though  his  son-in-làw 
would  be  his  heir  only  nominally,*  his  high  rank  would 
be  a  douceur.  The  alliance  was  already  arranged,  and 
the  beautiful  Margherita  was  summoned  back  to  her 
strange  and  dreary  home,  when  eighteen  summers  had 
passed  over  her  fair  head. 

*  By  Neapolitan  laws,  a  wife's  fortune  is  strictly  entailed  upon 
herself  and  her  children. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTINUED. 

"  '  Do  you  know,'  said  Norman,  suddenly,  '  the  derivation  of 
Margherita  ?' 

"  '  No  farther  than  those  two  pretty  meanings,  the  pearl  and 
the  daisy,'  said  Ethel. 

"  '  It  is  from  the  Persian  Mervarid,  Child  of  Light,'  said 
Norman." — The  Daisy  Chain. 

Early  one  fine  niorning,  Don  Alfonso  C  e  entered 

the  chapel  of  Santa  Maria  dell'  Olmo,  and  approaching 
the  miraculous  image  of  the  dusky  Madonna,  he  knelt  for 
some  time  in  prayer.  On  rising  from  liis  devotions,  he 
leant  against  a  column  watchino*  the  labours  of  some 
workmen,  who  were  busily  engaged  decking  the  church 
for  a  fètej  and  hanging  festoons  of  crimson  and  white 
malico,  and  glittering  tinsel,  with  the  taste  and  lightness 
they  always  display. 

As  his  eye  wandered  over  the  edifice,  now  lingering  on 
some  religious  picture,  looking  gloomy  and  impressive  in 
the  little  chapel  devoted  to  it — now  follo wing  the  move- 
ments  of  the  men  climbing  up  scaffolding,  or  clinging  to 
pendant  ropes— it  suddenly  rested  on  a  female,  kneeling 
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at  a  confessional,  but  a  short  distance  from  where  he 
stood.  A  black  lace  mantilla  concealed  her  features,  the 
dress  was  simple  and  dark,  but  the  grace  and  youthful- 
ness  of  the  figure  rivetted  his  gaze.  Deaf  to  the  noise 
of  hammering  and  the  co  arse  voices  of  the  carpenters, 
calling  aloud  to  one  another,  the  fair  penitent  continued 
undisturbed,  to  whisper  her  errors  through  the  small 
grating  that  separated  her  from  the  confessor.* 

Did  Alfonso  remark  the  smile,  half  pitying,  half  con- 
temptuous,  which  played  around  the  priest's  mouth,  as 
he  bent  his  head  to  the  grating  and  listened  to  the  artless 
revelation  ì  Perhaps  he  did  ;  but  the  poor  girl  knew 
nought  of  this,  and  continued  "  instant  in  prayer  "  and 
supplications,  while  Don  Alfonso's  eye  was  fascinated, 
drinking  in  the  beauties  of  that  lithe  forra.  At  length 
he  saw  the  head  bent  low  over  the  hands  folded  across 
her  breast,  while  the  priest  raised  two  fingers,  and  gave 
the  parting  benediction  ;  then  leaving  the  little  box,  and 
casting  a  look  at  the  stili  kneeling  figure,  he  retired  to 
the  sacristy,  bending  the  knee  as  he  passed  before  the 
High  Aitar. 

Slowly  the  girl  rose  and  joined  an  old  woman,  who 
was  busy  at  her  devotions  beside  a  neighbouring  aitar. 
The  duenna  replaced  her  rosary,  and  proceeded  to  assist 
her  young  mistress  in  removing  the  mantilla  ere  putting 
on  her  bonnet.  Not  a  movement  was  lost  upon  Don 
Alfonso,  but,  oh  !  what  a  face  met  his  sight  when  the 
veil  was  clrawn  aside  ! 

The  small  head,  encircled  by  heavy  rolls  of  lustrous 

*  When  men  confess  (which  is  but  seldom)  they  kneel  in  front 
of  the  priest,  as  he  sits  in  the  Confessional,  and  pour  their  tale 
into  his  ears. 
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hair,  the  marble  forehead  and  delicately  chiselled  nose, 
the  red  lips  slightly  full  and  parted,  disclosing  a  doublé 
row  of  pearly  teeth  ;  but  how  describe  the  depth  of 
feeling  in  the  gazelle-like  eye,  the  long  lashes  moistened 
by  recent  religious  emotion,  which  impafted  a  peaceful- 
ness  and  quiet  joy  to  ali  that  loveable  face  ! 

The  invidious  bonnet  and  thick  veil  soon  prevented 
ali  further  scrutiny  ;  the  two  females  quitted  the  chapel, 
followed  at  a  respectful  distance  by  the  young  man, 
anxious,  if  possible,  to  discover  the  residence  and  name 
of  a  being  so  lovely. 

Alas  !  for  the  vanity  of  human  wishes  :  a  friend  in- 
terrupted  his  pursuit,  laughing  at  his  blindness  and  pre- 
occupation  in  not  seeing  him.  When  he  looked  again 
the  vision  had  disappeared  !  Ali  that  day  he  wandered 
about  the  town,  vainly  hoping  to  recognise  the  enchan- 
tress  in  every  passing  carriage.  He  rode  to  Salerno, 
and  patiently  tolerated  the  Corso  on  its  Marina  for  an 
hour  ;  but  ali  was  fruitless,  and  he  returned  dissatisfied 
and  weary  to  the  residence  of  Don  Cesareo. 

After  a  restless  night  of  tossing  and  sleeplessness, 
morning  again  found  him  on  his  way  to  the  chapel  ;  he 
had  but  little  hope  to  cheer  him,  but  he  wished  again  to 
visit  the  scene  of  yesterday's  enchantment.  Mechani- 
cally  he  approached  the  Acquasanta]  o,  and  applied  the 
water  to  his  forehead  and  face,  when  a  slight  noise 
induced  him  to  tura  round,  and  he  beheld  the  sanie 
graceful  figure  advancing,  accompanied  by  the  old 
servant. 

His  face  flushed  and  eyes  brightened,  as  he  dipped  his 
gloved  finger  in  the  fluid,  and  presented  it  to  the  fair 
incognita;   she   acknowledged   the   courtesy  with  an 
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inclination,  and  touching  it  with  her  own  slender  finger, 
moved  on  without  raising  her  eyes  to  the  admiring  look 
bent  upon  her. 

Poor  Alfonso,  truly  the  inischief  was  now  complete  ! 
Again  he  stood  within  the  shadow  of  the  pillar, 
whence  he  could  watch,  unperceived,  the  fair  kneeling 
girl,  and  gaze  enraptured  on  the  sweet,  upturned 
face,  whose  liquid  eyes 

"  with  fervency 
Of  prayer  and  vow  invoked  the  Mother-maid." 

Again  he  tracked  her  steps  cautiously,  when  she  quitted 
the  chapel,  and  with  more  success  than  before,  as  he  saw 

the  two  women  enter  the  Palazzo  A  i.    He  sought 

the  porter,  and  slipping  a  piastra  into  his  willing  palm, 
inquired  of  him  the  nanne  and  rank  of  the  young  lady 
who  had  just  entered. 

"  That,  'cellenza,  is  Donna  Margherita  A  i,  and 

her  nurse  accompanies  her." 

"Margherita  A  i  !"  exclaimed  Alfonso,  in  sur- 

prise. 

"  Si,  signore  ;  she  has  lately  returned  home  from  I 
Miracoli,  and  there  will  be  such  grand  doings  soon,  at 

the  wedding  with  the  Signor  Duca  di  F  continued 

the  chattering  porter,  quite  willing  to  give  every  infor- 
mation  in  return  for  the  silver  he  was  clutching  tight  in 
his  band. 

4<  They  were  right,  she  is  lovely  ;  oh,  holy  Madonna  ! 
her  face  is  angelic  and  pure  as  thine  !"  murmured  Al- 
fonso ;  but  a  pang,  sharp  and  sudden,  shot  through  him, 
as  he  remembered  the  porter's  allusionto  her  approaching 
marriage. 
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"  Could  it  be  ?    Wed  such  a  '  child  of  light  ■  to  the 

Duca  di  F  ,   a  poor  fool,  hardly  able  to  give  a 

proper  answer  to  tlie  commonest  remark — little,  de- 
forra ed  !  Impossible  !  "forbid  it  Heaven  !"  he  exclaimed, 
vehemently. 

Alfonso  0  e  had  been  absent  for  a  time  at  Naples, 

and  on  bis  return,  two  days  before  his  first  meeting  with 
Margherita,  his  young  companions  had  immediately 
announced  the  heiress's  arrivai,  and  described  her  beauty 
in  glowing  terms,  in  the  sanie  breath  daring  him  to  remain 
unmoved,  after  seeing  her,  and  predicting  his  complete 
enthralment.  But  he  only  laughed  ;  however  lovely  Kita 
might  be,  the  mere  fact  of  her  being  the  daughter  of 
Don  Rodrigo,  their  old  foe,  was  a  sufficient  safeguard  to 
his  affections.  But  now  he  remembered  their  words, 
and  repeated,  sadly  : 

"  They  were  right,  she  is  lovely  !" 
It  is  easy  to  trace  the  progress  of  events.  In  a  land 
where  young  and  old  have  their  whole  existence  steeped, 
as  it  were,  in  love — their  thoughts  filled  with  it  by  day, 
and  their  dreams  by  night  coloured  by  its  visions,  what 
wonder  that  Alfonso  should  fall  madly  in  love — his  first 
loyal  attachment  ì  Every  morning  saw  him  waiting  at 
the  Acquasantajo,  for  the  luxury  of  encountering  the 
touch  of  that  rosy-tipped  finger;  and  gradually  the 
long,  fringed  lashes  were  raised,  and  the  gazelle  eyes 
return  ed  a  shy,  fleeting  acknowledgment,  which  went 
straight  to  the  glad  heart  that  beat  aloud  against  his 
side.  And  then  for  the  remainder  of  the  day  he  seemed 
treading  upon  air,  so  light  was  his  step,  so  bright  his 
imagination,  till  night  carne  on,  and  the  streets  became 
silent  and  deserted,  and 
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"  the  white  moon 
Hung  like  a  vapour  in  the  cloudless  sky," 

lighting  up  his  path,  as  he  sought  the  gloomy-looking 
palace  occupied  by  Rita.  There  stationing  himself 
beneath  her  window,  he  poured  forth  his  whole  soul 
and  depth  of  love  in  his  rich  tenor  voice,  accompanying 
it  with  the  guitar,  while  he  watched  the  light  struggling 
through  the  closed  jalousies. 

One  night — oh,  rapture  ! — he  saw  them  slightly  open, 
and  a  white  robe  gleam  brightly  in 

"  the  pale  moonlight  ;  " 

then  something  fluttered  to  the  pavement  at  his  feet, 
and  he  found  a  small  blue  ribbon  bow,  which,  by  acci- 
dent,  had  become  detached  from  Rita's  dress,  and  fallen 
over  the  balcony. 

Truly,  not  the  mines  of  Golconda  could  pay  the  vaine 
of  that  tiny  ribbon,  as  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  and  then 
treasured  it  next  his  heart  ! 

Serenades  are  of  too  common  occurrence  in  Italy  to 
awaken  surprise,  and  thus  Don  Rodrigo,  secure  in  his 
daughter's  approaching  betrothal,  and  the  espionage  of 
the  old  nurse,  cared  little  for  those  her  beauty  might 
cali  forth  from  love  sick  youths. 

English  girls,  trusted  by  their  parents,  respected  by 
ali  true-hearted  Englishmen,  free  to  walk  abroad  alone, 
or  enjoy  the  solitude  of  their  own  chamber,  and  strong 
in  the  purity  and  innocence  of  their  own  hearts,  can  have 
but  a  faint  idea  of  the  state  of  thraldom  in  which  their 
Italian  sisters  are  brought  up  ! 

Never  left  alone  an  instant— if  the  mother  be  out,  the 
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governess,  with  Argus  eyes,  instantly  on  the  watch — 
not  allowed  the  comfort  of  closing  their  chamber  door, 
by  night  or  day  ;  never  talked  to  by  young  meri,  unless 
one  be  selected  as  a  proper  husband  by  the  family,  when 
the  two  are  permitted  to  converse  together  ;  at  balls 
returning  to  their  mothers'  sides  immediately  after  every 
dance,  and,  till  very  recently,  never  suftered  to  be  cha- 
peroned  by  a  married  sister,  or  to  walk  out  with  a 
brother  alone — and  I  could  almost  count  the  persons 
who  have  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  world's  opinion  in 
starting  such  an  innovation  ! — what  wonder  that  the 
wretched  girls  chafe  against  such  thraldom  ?  They 
either  willingly  marry  any  one  the  parents  may  appoint, 
careless  of  consequences  if  ever  they  awake  to  the  true 
state  of  their  affections,  and  desirous  only  of  their  present 
liberty,  or  else  they  carry  on  a  system  of  counterplotting, 
to  which  ali  the  servants  lend  themselves  as  a  matter  of 
course,  and  which  the  priest  in  the  confessional  furthers 
for  a  gratuity,  either  counselling  the  marriage  after  a 
time,  or  if  the  whole  scheme  fail,  being  well  content  to 
have  secured  another  broken-hearted  victim  for  the 
cloister. 

Serenaded  by  night,  followed  daily  in  the  streets, 
attended  to  church,  receiving  vows  and  protestations 
through  the  servants,  or  the  very  peasants,  and  sending 
letters  by  the  confessor — love  affairs  are  thus  conducted 
ali  day  and  every  day,  under  the  very  eyes  of  the 
parents,  till  marriage  dose  the  romance,  or  be  the  first 
act  of  a  tragedy,  or  the  convent  walls  prove  a  living 
tomb  ! 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTINUED. 

"  Quivi  sospiri,  pianti  ed  alti,  guai." — Inferno,  canto  iii. 

Alfonso  readily  gained  the  goodwill  of  the  duenna  ;  his 
handsome  person,  ancient  name,  and  rich  family,  made 
him  appear  unexceptionable  in  her  eyes,  not  to  mention 
some  golden  charms  which  somehow  found  their  way 
into  her  pockets.  But  in  truth  the  kind  creature  had  a 
real  affection  for  her  charge,  and  it  grieved  her  to  the 
heart  to  contemplate  the  prospect  of  her  approaching 
union  with  such  a  miserable  specimen  of  huraanity  as 
the  promesso  sposo.  She  thought,  by  furthering  the 
suit  of  the  other  lover,  he  might  fiod  means  to  delay  the 
marriage,  on  the  plea  of  Bita's  attachment  to  himself, 
and  finally  obtain  the  sanction  of  Don  Rodrigo  to  his 
proposals.    Good  soul,  she  argued  as  she  wished! 

In  the  ardour  of  his  love,  Alfonso  had  early  sought 
his  father,  informed  him  of  his  passion  fór  the  lovely 
Margherita,  and  prayed  him  to  solicit  her  band  for  him, 
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in  forni,  and  avert  the  barbarous  marriage  threatening 
her. 

But  Don  Cesareo  was  sadly  matter-of-fact,  and  lauglied 
at  his  son's  rhapsodies. 

"  And  do  you  really  think,  figlio  mio,  that  Don 
Rodrigo  will  accept  you  as  a  suitor,  to  his  daughter — 
you,  a  cadet,  son,  too,  of  his  old  rivai  and  foe,  as  he 
chooses  to  cali  me  ?  Have  you  got  a  dukedom  to  set 
off  against  Rita's  ri  eh  zoppo  ?"  and  he  sang  : 

"  '  Zoppo  Vulcano,  arretrati,  o  ti  farò  far  senno, 
Vanne  a  gonfiare  il  mantice,  a  far  carbone  in  Lenno  ; 
Questa  leggiadra  Venere  per  te  boccon  non  è  !'  " 

"  Per  Bacco  V  he  exclàimed,  gleefully  at  the  fitness  of 
the  lines,  "  the  thought  makes  me  laugh,  though  it  is 
no  laughing  matter  for  the  poor  child.  Va,  figlio  mio, 
there  are  plenty  of  bright  eyes  in  Cava,  and,  if  not,  there 
is  no  lack  of  them  at  Naples,  to  make  you  forget  this 
Dulcinea.    Let  zoppo  Vulcano  have  her. 

"  '  Questa  leggiadra  Venere,  per  te  boccon  non  è  !'  " 

he  again  sang  merrily,  in  his  full  baritone  voice,  as  he 
ieft  the  room. 

Bursting  with  bitterness  and  jealousy,  Alfonso  mounted 
his  horse,  and  galloped  the  poor  animai  madly  for  miles, 
till  the  peasants  who  saw  him  thought  him  frantic.  He 
only  drew  rein  on  reaching  the  ferry  to  Psestum,  when 
slowly  and  moodily  he  retraced  his  steps,  planning  and 
devising  impossibilities  to  prevent  or  retard  the  marriage, 
and  determining  the  very  next  morning  to  open  his 
whole  heart  to  his  beloved  in  the  church. 
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His  meditatious  were  interrupted  by  a  voice,  saying, 
"  'Cellenza  !" 

He  looked  up,  and  found  li im self  in  Vietri,  and  a 
boatman  standing,  hat  in  hand,  at  his  side. 

"  What  do  you  want,  Francesco  l  Don't  detain  me, 
1  cannot  speak  to  you  now,"  and  he  moved  on,  but  the 
man  laid  a  hand  on  his  rein. 

"  Only  a  word,  'ustrissimo,  una  preghiera  ;  there  is 
a  vacancy  in  the  crew  of  Don  Cesareo's  cutter,  will  you 
speak  a  word  in  my  behalf  \  I  have  been  a  long  time 
out  of  work  !" 

"  'Tis  your  own  fault  then.  My  father  has  tried  you 
thrice  already,  and  each  time  you  have  been  more  good- 
for-nothing  than  before.  No,  you  may  speak  to  him 
yourself,  I  cannot  !"  and  setting  spurs  to  his  jaded 
horse,  he  urged  it  into  a  gallop. 

The  disappointed  man  sent  a  withering  look  and  curse 
after  him  ! 

And  what  were  Margherita's  feelings  ali  this  time  ? 

Poor  child,  she  scarce  dared  to  inquire  into  them  ; 
filial  obedience,  and  a  conventual  education,  admirably 
fìtted  her  at  first  to  assent  to  her  father's  views,  and 
accept  the  ducal  cripple  as  her  future  lord  ;  love  was 
never  dreamt  of  on  either  side.  She  saw  little  of  the 
lover,  and  heard  much  of  trousseau  and  diamonds,  and 
sometimes  thought  it  would  be  pleasant  to  attend  the 
Neapolitan  Court,  and  be  one  of  the  queen's  ladies  ;  but 

of  late,  ahimè  !  the  thought  of  the  Duca  di  F  had 

become  misery  to  poor  Rita.  A  certain  rich  tenor  voice 
would  find  a  response  in  her  warm  heart,  and  certain 
thrilling  eyes  would  cali  forth  a  blush,  a  trepidation,  and 
yet  a  longing  to  see  them  again,  till  at  length  Alfonso 


96 


LA  CAVA. 


occupied  her  thoughts  entirely.  Nightly  she  listened 
for  his  guitar,  and  daily  expected  him  in  the  church  of 
Santa  Maria,  and  her  eyes  furtively  sought  his  during 
her  drives  and  promenades,  when  he  showed  himself  con- 
stantly  on  her  path.  How  could  ali  this  end  under  the 
blue  cielo  d'Italia,  except  in  love,  passionate,  southern 
love  ? 

The  following  day,  according  to  his  determination, 
Alfonso  made  his  avowal  to  Rita,  and  met  with  little 
discouragement.  A  bright  colour  mantled  her  clear 
cheek,  and  her  soft  eyes  were  downcast,  as,  standing  by 
one  of  the  side  altars,  she  listened  to  his  impassioned 
words.  Seeing  how  things  were,  the  discreet  duenna  was 
busy  praying  in  one  of  the  small  private  chapels,  leaving 
the  two  to  their  love-making  in  peace. 

Suddenly,  the  colour  fled  from  Rita's  cheek  : — 

"  The  Duca  di  F  !    Oh  !  what  of  him  ì  My 

father  tells  me  I  must  marry  him  ;  it  is  ali  settled  !  Oh  ! 
T  must  not,  cannot  listen  to  you — leave  me — go  !" 

"  Dear  Rita  !  this  marriage  cannot  take  place,  it  is 
monstrous  !    I  will  seek  Don  Rodrigo,  and  speak  " 

"  You  do  not  know  him!  He  never  changes  his  de- 
terni  ination,  he  would  rather  sacrifice  my  happiness,  my 
life,  to  his  will  !  But  how  can  I  live  with  that  wretched 
being  ?  I  loathe  the  very  sight  of  him  !  Oh  !  Alfonso  !" 
and  the  poor  girPs  eyes  fili  ed  with  tears,  which  trickled 
fast  down  her  pale  cheeks,  "  save  me  from  such  a  living 
death!" 

"  Dearest  !  amor  mio  !  I  will  die  to  save  you  !  I  wilì 
speak  to  my  father  again,  he  may  devise  something. 
Fear  not,  you  shall  never  be  the  bride  of  that  deformed 
idiot  !    Oh  !  Rita,  say  only  that  you  love  me,  that  you 
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will  be  true  to  me,  that  no  fears  or  persuasions  shall 
induce  you  to  marry  that  man — that  nothing  shall  sepa- 
rate you  from  me!  Speak,  I  conjure  you!"  and  he 
clasped  her  hands  convulsively  in  his. 

A  sweet  smile  illumined  Margherita's  angelic  counte- 
nance,  as,  raising  her  loving  eyes  to  the  young  man's 
imploring  gaze,  she  began  : — 

"  I  promise  " 

 but  a  frightened  cry  escaped  her  and  stopped  her 

words,  as  she  felt  a  heavy  hand  laid  on  her  shoulder, 
almost  pressing  her  to  the  cold  marble  pavement — she 
looked  round  in  terror,  and  met  her  father's  stern,  relent- 
tess  eyes. 

Without  a  word  and  without  relaxing  his  fimi  grasp, 
he  pushed  the  poor,  trembling  girl  before  him  towards 
the  church  door,  followed  closely  by  Alfonso,  who,  at 
first,  was  too  surprised  and  bewildered  at  the  sud- 
denness  of  the  whole  proceeding  to  utter  a  remark.  On 
reaching  the  portico  he  stopped  Don  Rodrigo,  and  in  a 
few  manly,  straightforward  words,  confessed  his  attach- 
ment  to  his  daughter,  and  prayed  for  his  sanction  to  his 
suit. 

"  Very  probable,  indeed,  that  I  will  accept  your  high- 
mightiness  as  a  suitor  to  the  promised  bride  of  the  Duca 
di  F  !"  was  the  sarcastic  reply. 

"  Oh  !  father,  have  pity  !"  cried  Rita,  in  an  agony  of 
tears. 

"  You  will  not  sacrifice  your  daughter's  happiness  ? 
My  family  is  noble,  eligible  in  every  respect  to  forai  an 
alliance  with  Donna  Margherita's,  though  her  hand 
would  be  a  prize  far  beyond  the  desert  of  princes,  mach 
jess  of  one  so  unworthy  as  1  !" 
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"  And,  pray,  wlio  are  you,  young  sir,  who  speak  so 
boldly,  and  yet  with  sudi  would-be  humility  ?"  and  Don 
Rodrigo  gave  a  short,  contemptuous  laugh. 

"  I  am  Alfonso  di  C  e,  son  of  the  Conte  di  0  e: 

my  father  will  second  my  proposals  with  his  sanction  ; 
my  fortune  is  ampie  * 

"  Silence  !"  thundered  the  enraged  Baron.  "  How 
dare  you  mention  the  name  of  your  family  to  me — what 
is  your  fortune,  your  sordid  money  to  me  ?  Do  you  not 
know  that  I  hate  you  ali,  frorn  your  father  to  the  very 
dogs  in  his  kennel  ì  And  his  son  to  ask  for  my  daugh- 
ter's  hand  !  Faugh  !  the  thought  sickens  me  !  /  spit 
upon  you  and  your  noble  family  !"  and  he  suited  the 
action  to  the  words,  in  the  excess  of  his  passion. 

The  angry  blood  boiled  madly  in  the  young  man's 
veins,  and  his  eyes  darted  fire,  as,  clenching  his  hand  till 
the  nails  drew  blood  from  his  palm,  he  broke  into  a 
furious  answer. 

"  Oh  !  Alfonso  !  he  is  my  father,  he  is  old  ;  be  mer- 
ciful,  be  kind  !  For  my  sake  !"  and,  breaking  from  her 
father's  grasp,  the  wretched  girl  sank  on  her  knees,  and 
twined  her  arms  round  her  lover,  impeding  his  move- 
ments,  and  looking  with  agony  at  his  working  features. 

"  For  your  sake,  Rita — you  know  not  the  cost  !" 

Don  Rodrigo  tore  her  from  her  convulsive  hold,  but 
she  had  fainted. 
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OHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTINUED. 

"  Let  not  my  child  be  a  girl,  for  very  sad  is  the  life  of  a  woman." 

The  Prairie. 

For  long  weeks  Margherita  lay  on  the  verge  of  the 
grave,  brain  fever  had  succeeded  to  her  fainting  fìt,  and 
ber  life  was  despaired  of.  Her  wretched  lover  lingered 
about  the  house  seeking  for  tidings  every  hour,  but  the 
servants  knew  little,  the  nurse  had  been  turned  away, 
and  Rita  was  jeaiously  guarded  from  contamination  with 
the  outer  world.  He  even  sought  an  interview  with 
Don  Rodrigo,  hoping  that  bis  daughter's  state  would 
soften  his  heart,  but  he  was  sternly  denied  admittance. 

At  this  time  he  was  also  much  afflicted  by  the  sudden 
death  of  his  elder  brother,  resulting  from  the  kick  of  a 
vicious  horse.  The  brothers  had  been  sincerely  attached 
to  each  other,  and  Errico  had  entered  warmly  into 
Alfonso's  grief,  the  last  feeble  words  he  uttered,  as  he 
rested  in  his  arms,  expressing  a  hope  that  his  death 
might  brighten  his  prpspects  ;  but  Alfonso's  sorrow  was 
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too  heartfelt  and  sincere  to  count  his  brother's  death 
a  gain. 

After  long  suspense,  Rita's  youth  and  good  constitu- 
tion  triumphed  over  the  disease,  and  the  doctors  declared 
her  out  of  danger.  Her  father  showed  little  feeling 
or  thankfulness,  but  the  mother,  who  was  tenderly 
attached  to  her,  wept  tears  of  gratitude  and  joy,  and 
vowed  to  present  a  costly  necklace  to  the  Madonna  della 
Pietà,  at  the  Avvocatella,  for  the  miracle  granted  to  her 
prayers  ! 

The  convalescence  was  long  and  tedious,  for  the  shock 
had  been  a  fearful  one  ;  but  no  sooner  was  the  poor  girl 
strong  enough  to  be  removed  to  a  sofà,  than  Don  Rod- 
rigo ordered  the  wedding  preparations  to  be  resumed. 
Here,  however,  he  encountered  unexpected  difficulties  : 
the  doctors  made  an  outcry,  and  said  they  would  not  be 
answerable  for  Rita's  life,  if  the  project  were  persisted 

in,  and  the  Duca  di  F  himself,  fool  as  he  was 

reckoned  by  the  world,  had  no  sinall  opinion .  of  his  own 
importance,  and  announced  his  determination  to  refuse  a 
wife  who  detested  him. 

Don  Rodrigo's  rage  was  ungovernable,  and  frightful 
to  witness  ;  he  loaded  the  poor  little  Duca  with  abuse 
and  injurious  invectives,  till  he  almost  frightened  away 
his  few  senses,  and  made  him  rejoice  the  more  at  being 
clear  of  such  a  father-in-law. 

On  learning  that  the  marriage  was  broker*  off  by  the 
suitor  retiring  from  the  field,  Alfonso  again  appeàled  to 
Don  Cesareo,  who,  distressed  at  the  loss  of  Errico, 
clung  the  more  affectionately  to  his  remaining  son,  and 
consented  (after  some  naturai  repugnance  to  making 
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advances  to  one  so  insolent  as  the  Baron)  to  demand 
the  hand  of  his  daughter  in  marriage,  for  his  son  Alfonso, 
now  heir  to  his  estates. 

One  fine  evening  at  the  latter  end  of  May,  Rita  lay 
on  her  sofà  by  the  open  window,  gazing  on  the  beautiful 
mountains,  which  looked  green  in  the  fresh  verdure  of 
early  summer.  The  sun  had  just  dipped  behind  the 
grim  old  Monte  Finestra,  but  the  sky  above  was  re- 
splendent  with  gold  and  crimson  lights,  and  one  ray  of 
the  departed  luminary,  dazzling  from  its  brilliancy,  shot 
suddenly  through  the  Finestra,  and  rested  like  an  aureola 
on  her  lovely  head. 

Donna  Marianna  was  at  chapel,  but  an  attendant  sat 
knitting  silently  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  leaving  Rita 
free  to  her  nieditations.  She  was  wofully  thin  and  shat- 
tered  by  sorrow  and  sickness,  and  the  intense  whiteness 
of  the  little  hand,  as  it  lay  listi essly  on  the  back  of  the 
couch,  was  clistressing  to  witness.  The  face  and  lips 
were  sadly  pale,  and  dark  circles  surrounded  the  large 
eyes,  making  thern  appear  fuller  and  more  brilliant  than 
before. 

But  in  spite  of  these  ravages,  she  was  stili  beautiful, 
and  the  delicacy  and  touching  weakness  of  her  whole 
aspect,  heightened  the  spiritual  semblance  conferred  by 
the  golden  ray  that  played  around  her  forehead. 

"  O  Primavera,  gioventù  dell'  anno, 

Bella  madre  de'  fiori, 

D'erbe  novelle  e  di  novelli  amori, 

Tu  torni  ben  ;  ma  teco 

Non  tornano  i  sereni 

E  fortunati  dì  delle  mie  gioje  : 

Tu  torni  ben,  tu  tornii 
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Ma  teco  altro  non  torna, 

Che  del  perduto  mio  caro  tesoro 

La  rimembranza  misera  e  dolente."  * 

Slowly  she  whispered  these  melaneholy  words  to  the 
summer  breeze  that  fanned  her  cheek,  and  to  the  summer 
beauties  that  spoke  peace  to  her  aching  heart.  Quiet 
tears  stole  down  her  careworn  face,  as  she  reealled  the 
sueceeding  lines  so  expressive  of  her  own  heart-grief. 

"  Tu  quella  se',  tu  quella 

Ch'eri  pur  dianzi  sì  vezzosa  e  bella  ; 

Ma  non  son  io,  già  quel  ch'un  tempo  fui 

Si  caro  agi'  occhi  altrui. 

O  dolcezze  aviarissime  d'  Amore, 

Quanto  è  più  duro  perdervi  che  mai 

Non  avervi  provate,  o  possedute  ! 

Come  sarìa  l'amar  felice  stato, 

Se'l  già  perduto  ben  non  si  perdesse  ; 

O  quando  egli  si  perde, 

Ogni  memoria  ancora 

Del  dileguato  ben  si  dileguasse  !" 

Poor  Margherita  was  young  indeed  to  adopt  such 
feelings  as  her  own,  but  the 

"  cup  of  grief, 
Where  floats  the  fennel's  bitter  leaf," 

is  alike  presented  to  young  and  old,  and  is  oftener  quafted 
by  the  former  than  age  will  allow.  Their  trials  are  re- 
garded  with  the  same  momentary  pity  bestowed  on  a 
child  that  weeps  for  its  former  nurse,  and  "  will  not  be 
coniforted." 

M  They  are  young,  what  ean  they  know  of  real  sorrow? 
*  "  Pastor  Fido,"  Guarii», 
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Let  them  look  at  our  gray  hairs,  and  they  will  see  the 
stamp  of  grief  and  time  !" 

"Ah!  yes,  but  the  moment  when  youth's  brilliant 
prospects  are  first  dimmed,  when  the  picture  painted 
with  one's  own  bright  colouring  disappears,  and  life  is 
seen  as  it  is3  with  the  shadow  of  the  Cross  that  marks 
its  track,  falling  on  a  narrow,  stony  path,  with  few 
flowers  by  the  wayside,  and  clouds  concealing  the  sum- 
mits  of  the  distant  hills — then  the  icy  grasp  laid  on  the 
heart  is  chili  indeed.  Others  understand  it  not,  there 
is  no  sympathy  :  it  must  be  borne  alone,  steadily  faced 
and  grappled  with,  but  stili  alone,  and  even  as  Pascal 
exclaimed, 

"  Je  mourrai  seul  !" 
so  it  may  be  said  of  the  inner  life, 

"  Nous  vivons  seuls  !" 

The  door  of  the  chamber  was  opened  with  a  crash, 
which  jarred  painfully  on  Rita's  weakened  nerves,  and 
caused  the  maid  to  drop  her  knitting,  with  an  exclama- 
tion  of  alarm.  Don  Rodrigo  entered  hastily,  and  ap- 
proaching  his  sick  daughter,  exclaimed — 

"  Rita,  there  must  be  an  end  to  this  !" 

She  looked  inquiringly  and  nervously  at  him,  while  a 
faint  Colour  tinged  her  cheeks. 

"  The  Duca  di  F          has  done  you  the  honour  to 

reject  your  hand,"  he  continued,  sarcastically,  watching 
her  countenance,  which  brightened,  as  if  a  weight  of 
lead  were  lifted  from  her  heart  ;  but  she  spoke  not. 

"  And  the  Conte  di  C  e  has  taken  pity  on  your 

forsaken  condition,  and  in  order  to  console  us  both,  has 
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done  me  the  honour  to  solicit  you  in  marriage  for  his 
son  (now  his  heir),  Don  Alfonso." 

Rita's  face  was  suffused  with  a  bright  glow,  but  stili 
slie  spoke  not,  only  gazed  with  those  pleadmg  eyes  that 
ought  to  have  melted  the  stoniest  heart  ;  but  her  father's 
was  proof  against  ali  feeling  or  compassion. 

"  Rita  !"  he  continued,  with  concentrated  passion,  but 
slowly  and  decisi vely,  "  you  have  long  known  my  hatred 
for  that  family  ;  if  they  hope  to  further  their  ambitious 
views  through  the  insult  offered  me  by  the  Duca  di 

F  ,  thinking  me  bound  to  feel  grateful  to  them  for 

seeking  my  daughter,  after  such  a  Immillati on — they 
shall  discover  their  error.    You  shall  never  be  the  wife 

of  Alfonso  di  0  e,  for  ere  another  month  be  over,  you 

will  have  taken  the  veil  in  the  church  of  Santa  0  a." 

"  Santo  Dio!"  cried  Rita,  appalled;  and  she  clasped 
her  thin  hands  over  her  eyes,  as  if  to  shut  out  the 
frightfui  prospect. 

The  golden  ray  had  long  ceased  to  flit  around  her 
head,  the  western  sky  had  darkened,  the  stern,  barren 
Monte  Finestra  cast  its  shadow  over  the  valley,  and  in 
the  heavens  above,  as  in  Rita's  chilled 

"  breast  there  was  no  light* 
But  the  cold  light  of  stars." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTINUED, 

"  Lasciate  ogni  speranza  voi  eh'  entrate." 

Dante.    Inferno,  canto  iii. 

On  a  bright  June  day,  the  narrow  Street  of  La  Cava 
was  crowded  with  carriages  that  were  pouring  in  from 
Salerno,  Vietri,  Nocera,  and  their  neighbourhood.  The 
confusion  which  ensued  was  terrible  ;  the  screams  of 
women  threatened  by  horses1  hoofs  ;  the  coarse  language 
of  the  drivers  of  common  vehicles,  indignaut  at  having 
their  progress  impeded  by  dashing  equipages  and  liveried 
coachmen  ;  the  shouts  of  boys,  rejoicing  as  they  do  ali  the 
world  over,  in  the  prospect  of  a  row,  and  the  neighing  of 
steeds  made  up  a  very  Babel  of  sounds. 

Thè  occupants  of  the  carriages  were  ali  in  full  evening 
dress,  the  ladies  wearing  veils  and  the  gentlemen  uni- 
forms,  when  entitled  to  them.    A  crowd  had  gathered 

round  the  Church  of  Santa  0  a,  to  watch  the  arri- 

vals  ;  and  as  each  equipage  drew  up  before  the  door,  and 
set  down  its  living  freight,  these  were  courteously 
received  by  members  of  the  A  i  family,  and  thanked 
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for  their  attendance.  On  eutering  the  sacred  edifice,  the 
ladies  were  couducted  to  seats  on  the  right,  the  gentle- 
men  to  the  left  ;  and  ali  were  presented  with  a  book  of 
sonnets,  composed  in  honour  of  the  Regina  (as  she  was 
termed)  of  the  day. 

The  chapel  was  beautifully  decorated  with  colonred 
hangings,  looped  gracefully  amid  the  columns,  while  the 
High  Aitar  blazed  with  myriad  wax-lights,  illuinining 
the  lovely  flowers  that  decked  it.  A  wide,  elevated 
space  before  the  aitar  rails  was  richly  carpeted  (as  was 
also  the  centre  aisle),  a  crimson  velvet  prie-dieu  and 
seat  occupying  the  centre  ;  with  four  smaller  stools, 
covered  with  the  sanie  costly  material,  placed  a  little 
behind. 

And  now  the  Archbishop  of  the  Province  of  Salerno 
entered,  followed  by  the  Bishop  of  Cava  and  a  long  tram 
of  prelates,  in  gorgeous  robes,  attended  by  incense- 
bearers,  scattering  on  ali  sides  the  scented  fumes,  which 
rose  in  snowy  wreaths  on  the  sultry  atmosphere.  The 
two  large  orchestras  commenced  a  joyous  anthem,  in 
which  the  best  professional  singers  took  part.  It  was  a 
gladsome  scene  !  Those  bright  colours  hung  ali  around, 
thè  bevy  of  fair  and  jewelled  ladies,  the  gay  uniforms  of 
courtiers  and  officers  ;  the  sweet-smelling  flowers  and 
glancing  lights,  reflected  in  the  diamonds  and  gold  lace  ; 
the  rich  tones  of  the  organ,  pealing  through  the  vaulted 
edifìce,  then 

"  melting  in  melody  ;  " 

the  burst  of  sweet  voices  and.  orchestrai  music  ;  and  the 
tram  of  ecclesiastics,  in  costly  garments  ! 

But  now  the  music  within  the  chapel  ceased,  and  a 
military  band  was  heard  without,  drawing  nearer  to  the 
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entrance  ;  some  priests  descended  the  aitar  steps,  and 
approached  the  centre  aisle,  the  heavy  curtain  was  lifted 
from  the  great  door,  and  behold  !  a  fair,  young  bride 
advancing,  attired  in  rich  robes  of  virgin  white,  her 
brows  wreathed  with  orange  flowers,  glittering  with 
diamonds  and  enveloped  in  a  snowy  veil. 

Supported  by  her  godmothers,  ladies  of  the  highest 
rank,  the  young  creature  enters  the  gorgeous  scene,  and 
midway  up  the  aisle,  a  cushion  is  placed  before  her,  on 
which  she  kneels  lowly,  whispering  a  prayer  to  the 
attendant  priests.  Then  she  rises,  and  is  led  by  them 
to  the  seat  prepared  for  her  before  the  prie-dieu,  while 
the  four  ladies  occupy  the  stools. 

High  mass  then  commences,  but  ali  eyes  are  fixed  on 
the  "  Bride  of  Heaven,"  who  kneels  always,  bending  her 
face  low  over  the  velvet  desk  before  her,  hiding  it  from 
curious  gaze  with  her  rich  lace  veil.  Do  any  seek  to 
read  that  young  heart,  or  know  the  reason  of  her  choice  ì 
Do  any  wonder  at  the  convulsive  sobs  of  the  poor 
mother,  sitting  in  the  front  row  of  her  guests,  festively 
attired  like  them,  but  with  agony  in  her  look  ?  Do  any 
notice  the  father  standing  with  folded  arms  on  the  other 
side,  in  hischamberlain's  uniform,  his  beetle-brows  knitted, 
his  dark  eyes  darting  fire,  his  lips  sternly  compressed  1 
Is  any  horror  felt  towards  his  inhuman  nature,  any 
pity  for  the  desolate  mother,  or  sorrow  and  compassion 
for  the  sacrifice  of  that  fragile  girl,  who  kneels  stili, 
motionless,  almost  senseless  ? 

Alas  !  who  dare  read  the  thoughts  of  a  gay  crowd, 
collected  for  an  hour's  excitement,  for  a  brief  amusement  l 
What  matter  if  a  heart  break  in  the  interval — who 
cares,  but  One  that  knoweth  ali  things  \     "  For  the 
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Lord  seeth  not  as  man  seeth  ;  for  man  looketh  on  the 
outward  appearance,  but  the  Lord  looketh  on  the 
heart." 

And  now  the  bride  rises  and  approaches  the  aitar, 
there  to  pronounce  her  solemn  vows  of  self-immolation. 
Silence  prevails  in  the  orchestra,  the  archbishop  bends 
low  to  listen,  but  none  else  can  catch  the  faint  tones  of , 
that  whispering  voice,  in  this  world  giving  up  parents, 
and  friends,  and  innocent  joys — renouncing  every  hope 
and  every  duty  !  Woe  is  me  !  that  each  day  numbers 
such  an  unri^hteous  deed,  cloaked  beneath  the  garb  of 
sanctity  and  religi  on  ! 

The  consecrated  wafer  is  afterwards  administered,  and 
again  she  assumes  her  humble  posture  ;  soon  after  a 
burst  of  melody  breaks  on  the  ear. 

"  Oli  !  what  art  cau  teach, 
What  human  voice  cau  reach, 
The  sacred  organ's  praise  ? 

Notes  inspiring  holy  love, 
Notes  that  wing  their  heavenly  ways 
To  meud  the  choirs  above." 

Startled  from  her  lethargy,  she  raises  her  head,  and 
stares  wildly  round.  Alas  !  those  frightened  eyes, 
whither  has  their  softness  fled  ì  A  las  !  that  ghastly 
face,  speaking  despair  !  She  shudders  when  a  priest 
touches  her,  and  bids  her  join  the  procession  now 
forming  to  conduct  her  to  her  living  tomb  ;  for  a  moment 
she  totters,  but  the  priests  (she  is  their  property  now!) 
surround  and  support  her,  and  they  move  slowly  to  the 
entrance  ;  there  she  hears  a  slight  cough,  and  lifts  her 
eyes  to  encounter  Alfonso's  fixed  gazo  of  agony  !  A 


LA  CAVA. 


109 


faìnt  cry  escapes  her  parclied  lips,  she  stops  trembling, 
and  herwliole  heart  and  soul,  ali  the  past  joys  and  hopes 
of  Rita's  young  life,  go  forth  in  the  parting  look  she 
gives  him  !  But  the  priests  press  her  onward  ;  and  now 
glad  shouts  and  sharp  mortaletti,  with  strains  of  en- 
livening  music,  greet  the  Regina,  and  accompany  her  to 
the  massive  gates,  which  open  for  an  instant,  then  dose 
upon  their  prey  ! 

In  the  meantime,  those  who  were  near  the  High  Aitar 
have  rushed  to  the  passage  behind  it,  narrow  and  dark 
as  it  is  ;  but  few  are  successful  in  reaching  the  large 
grating,  as  roora  must  be  kept  for  the  Archbishop  and 
his  attendants,  Stili  those  few  fortunate  individuals 
squeeze  into  eorners,  grasp  the  cold  iron,  and  peer 
curiously  through  its  bars  into  the  Convent  Oratory, 
which  it  discloses,  fìtted  with  stalls  and  benches,  with 
bere  and  there  an  aged  nun  telling  her  rosary,  careless 
of  the  exeitement  prevailing  in  the  building,  regardless 
of  the  many  eyes  watching  her,  and  unmoved  with  coni- 
passion  at  sight  of  another  young  creature  doomed  to 
lead  the  useless,  hopeless  existence,  she  has  done  for 
more  than  two  score  years  ! 

Those  who  are  crowding  without,  employ  the  time  in 
commenting'on  the  bride's  attire,  her  beauty,  the  money 
she  has  presented  to  the  Convent,  &c.  ;  and  then  the 
stifled  laugh  marks  some  merry  rejoinder,  and  the  young 
pass  remarks  on  the  withered  nuns  they  perceive,  and 
examine  the  bars,  and  blush  on  hearing  low-toned 
expressions  of  joy  that  they  are  not  immured  behind 
them  likewise. 

But  hush  !  the  Archbishop  approaches,  smiling  good- 
riaturedly  at  the  intruders,  though  half  his  train  are 
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forced  to  rexnain  in  the  church  for  lack  of  room.  He 
seats  himself  before  the  grating,  in  which  a  small 
opening,  rather  more  than  a  foot  square,  allows  him  to 
examine  freely  those  who  are  witìiin.  A  train  of  nuns 
enter  the  Oratory,  headed  by  the  Lady  Abbess,  conduct- 
ing  the  Regina  ;  the  latter  ascends  the  few  steps  leading 
to  the  grating,  and  kneeling  before  the  prelate,  presents 
him  with  a  large  bouquet  of  artifìcial  flowers  for  the 
aitar  :  more  prayers  ensue,  and  then  she  descends,  and 
retires  behind  a  screen. 

The  Archbishop  waits  patiently,  conversing  at  times 
with  the  Lady  Abbess,  but  the  lookers-on  watch  the 
screen,  and  see  a  nun  issue  from  behind  it,  holding  a 
costly  dress  daintily,  as  if  not  liking  to  sully  her  pure 
fingerà  with  such  vanities  ;  she  carries  it  out  of  the 
Oratory,  and  is  soon  followed  by  another  with  a  yeil, 
while  a  third  remoyes  the  orange  wreath  ;  finally  Sister 
Lucia  reappears,  clad  in  her  monastic  garb.  Her  beauti- 
ful head  is  stili  bare,  though  shorn  of  the  wreath  and 
o-litterino*  geuis,  and  her  lono;  silken  tresses  are  loosened, 
and  hang  in  thick  masses  over  her  shoulders,  reaching 
far  below  her  waist  ;  many  a  young  girl  clinging  without 
to  that  horrible  grating,  looks  enviously  on  that  soft 
hair,  and  heaves  a  sigh  on  its  fate,  and  feels  a  chili  creep 
over  her  as  the  Regina  returns  to  kneel  before  the  bars, 
while  the  Lady  Abbess,  with  ruthless  scissors,  proceeds 
to  clip  off  ali  those  glossy  locks.  A  white  bandage  is 
swiftly  passed  under  the  chin,  concealing  the  snowy 
neck  and  parti y  the  cheeks,  the  head  is  covered,  then 
the  long  white  veil  is  put  on,  and  finally  a  gilt  crown 
marks  the  Regina. 

The  ceremony  is  ended,  the  guests  proceed  to  the 
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parlour  of  the  convent,  there  to  partake  of  ices  and 
cakes,  and  chat  and  laugh  with  their  friends.  On  these 
occasiona  each  min  is  entitled  to  six  ices,  with  the  plates 
and  spoons  as  a  perquisite,  but  as  they  would  not  know 
what  to  do  with  so  many  of  the  above  articles  as  would 
accumulate  in  course  of  time,  they  arrange  to  receive 
their  value  in  money,  or  other"  things  ;  for  let  no  one 
imagine  that  these  saintly  ladies  know  not  the  value  of 
money  !  In  the  Convent  of  Santa  Chiara,  at  Naples,  where 
only  women  of  the  highest  rank  are  admitted,  they  are 
perpetually  involved  in  lawsuits  and  squabbles  about 
their  property,  and  the  lawyers  have  as  much  commu- 
nication  with  them  as  the  priests,  besides  the  jealousies 
and  jarrings  which  go  on  within  the  walls. 

The  nuns  carry  on  lively  conversations  through  the 
gratings,  with  their  friends  in  the  parlour,  but  these  are 
now  summoned  to  the  gate  of  the  Convent  garden,  where 
the  good  sisters  assemble  likewise,  with  no  other  barrier 
between  them  but  the  top  step,  which  neither  party  may 
cross.  Here  the  Regina  alsó  appears,  and  strives  to 
return  coherent  answers  to  the  congratulations  (  !  ) 
showered  upon  her  ;  light  laughter  and  careless  jests  are 
freely  exchanged  around  her  unheeding  ears,  till  at 
len^th  the  gay  crowd  opens  to  allow  Dònna  Marianna 
A  i  to  approach  and  take  leave  of  Sister  Lucia. 

Alas,  alas  !  for  the  heart's  agony  then  !  Ali  calm- 
ness  and  stoicism  vanish  at  sight  of  her  mother. 

"  Oh  !  madre  carissima  !"  cried  the  unhappy  Rita, 
rushing  down  two  steps,  and  fliiiging  her  arms  round 
her  poor  mother's  neck. 

"/Figlia  amata!  Iddio  ti  benedica!"  sobbed  the 
miserable  woman,  straining  her  child  to  her  bosom. 
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It  was  the  work  of  a  moment  ;  not  an  eye  was  lin- 
di in  ni  ed,  not  a  cheek  unblanched — it  was  the  work  of  a 
moment,  but  then  the  paralysed  nuns  recollected  their 
duty,  and  tore  the  daughter  from  her  mother's  arms,  to 
meet  no  more  on  earth!* 


*  This  was  an  "  ower  true"  scene  witnessed  by  the  writer. 


LA  CAVA. 


113 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTTNUED. 

"  Gonstance  de  Beverley  they  know, 
Sister  profess'd  of  Fontevraud, 
Whom  the  Church  number'd  with  tlie  dead, 
For  broken  vows  and  convent  ned." 

Marmion,  canto  ii. 

About  ten  months  after  the  preceding  events,  we  find 
ourselves  again  before  the  Convent  gates.  The  tini  e 
was  rapidly  approaching  for  Sister  Lucia  to  take  the 
ominous  black  veil,  which  would  consign  her  for  life  to 
her  living  grave. 

It  is  fondly  imagined  that  nuns  who  have  only  taken 
the  white  veil  may  retract  their  first  resolution,  if  their 
courage  fail  them  at  thought  of  the  final  vows,  but  woe 
to  the  craven  spirit  and  renegade  heart  that  takes  such 
a  step  !  Ignominy  and  contempt  will  henceforth  be  her 
portion  in  this  life,  and  the  world's  fìnger  will  point  with 
scora  at  the  chosen  "  Bride  of  Heaven"  who  shrinks 
from  her  high  calling,  who,  "  having  put  her  hand  to  the 

I 


114 


LA  CAVA. 


plough,"  looks  back  on  the  world  she  liad  sworn  to 
forsake  ! 

"  Lasciate  ogni  speranza  voi  eh'  entrate  I" 

A  few  well-dressed  persons  were  lingering  about  the 
entrance  of  the  Convent — a  royal  visit,  though  a  private 
one,  was  expected,  and  the  fortunate  few  who  had  an 
inkling  of  the  fact,  hastened  to  avail  themselves  of  the 
rare  event,  to  procure  admission  within  the  walls  of  the 
sacred  building,  a  sight  very  seldom  witnessed,  and  only 
realised  by  means  of  a  Papal  bull,  or  the  chance  visit  of 
róyalty,  when  any  one  aware  of  the  unusual  circumstance 
(which  soraehow  people  rarely  are),  may  enter  the  tabooed 
precinets,  in  their  suite. 

The  loiterers  were  soon  rewarded  for  their  patience, 
by  seeing  the  arrivai  of  a  batté-strada,  preceding  two 
plain  carriages  with  the  royal  livery.  The  ominous 
gates  opened,  the  high  personages  entered,  followed  by 
their  attendants  and  the  other  visitors,  and  were  received 
at  the  entrance  by  the  Lady  Abbess,  who  conducted  the 
former  to  the  parlour,  while  the  rest  practised  patience 
a  little  longer  in  the  lobby.  In  due  time,  however,  the 
whole  party  set  forth  on  a  tour  of  inspection.  The 
cloisters  surrounded  a  large  square  court,  into  which 
opened  ali  the  offices,  a  large  kitchen,  a  washhouse,  and 
other  et  cwteras.  There  were,  besides,  a  pretty  little 
chapel,  and  a  large  refectory  fltted  with  a  long  table 
and  plain  wooden  benches,  with  the  Lady  Abbess's  chair 
at  the  upper  end  ;  this  was  now  laid  with  a  plentiful 
collation  for  the  royal  guests,  but  they  paused  not  yet. 
They  entered  a  beautiful  garden,  filled  with  flowering 
shrubs,  and  the  air  redolent  with  the  scent  of  sweet 
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blossoms  ;  ali  betokened  peace  and  beauty,  till  one 
noticed  the  tremendous  wall  which  inclosed  it  on  ali 
sides,  effectuallj  preventing  ali  supervision  from  neigh- 
bouring  houses. 

Then  they  ascended  the  steps,  and  attained  the  open 
galleries  over  the  cloisters  ;  here  were  the  cells  of  the 
nuns,  tiny  places  indeed,  but  beautifiilly  clean  :  the 
small  pallet  couch,  the  prie-dieu,  surmounted  by  a 
crucifix,  a  chair,  a  table,  corapleted  the  forniture,  but 
the  window  displayed  the  glorious  valley  to  the  lover 
of  nature,  while  the  myrtle-clad  mountains,  which  rose 
on  ali  sides,  were  to  the  gentle  nuns  but  symbols  of 
those  distant  hills  where  the  flowers  bloom  eternally, 
and  where 

"  hangs  a  radiant  coronet, 
Ali  gemm'd  \vith  pure  and  living  tight, 
Too  dazzling  for  a  sinner's  sight, 
Prepar'd  for  virgin  souls,  and  them 
Who  seek  the  martyr's  diadem."* 

The  chamber  of  the  Lady  Abbess  differed  but  little 
from  the  rest,  except  in  point  of  size — luxuries  and  com- 
forts  found  no  place  in  that  strict  abode. 

And  now  descending  to  the  ground  floor,  to  partake  of 
the  refreshments  prepared,  royalty  first  traversed  the 
oratory  alluded  to  in  the  preceding  chapter,  where  the 
large  grating  (now  concealed  by  a  curtain)  looked  into 
the  passage  behind  the  high  aitar  of  the  great  church  ; 
here  ali  the  nuns  were  assembled  in  their  stalls,  to  pay 
their  obeisance  to  their  distinguished  visitors.  The 
good  princess  lingered  awhile  to  give  a  kind  word  to 

*  "  Christian  Year,"  Wednesday  before  Easter,  and  note. 
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each,  and  gladden  tlieir  simple  hearts  with  a  look  of 
sympathy,  and  with  praise  of  the  delicate  fabrics  and 
embroideries  with  which  they  furnished  ber.  They 
gathered  round  ber,  the  centre  of  attraction,  and  their 
tongues  being  loosened,  good  souls,  they  chattered  and 
laughed  together,  with  that  freedom  and  absence  of 
restraint  peculiar  to  the  Neapolitan  royal  fanrily,  and 
which  makes  their  rnanners  so  singularly  capti vating. 

One  nun  alone  stood  without  the  circle,  taking  no 
interest  or  share  in  the  proceedings,  but  the  attention  of 
the  rest  was  too  mach  enga^ed  to  notice  her  abstraction, 
or  remark  that  one  of  the  strano-ers  following  in  the 
royal  wake  had  gradually  approached  her3  and  for  an 
instant,  brief  as  the  lightening's  flash,  stood  by  her  side, 
and  whispered — 

"  Be  bere  to-night,  at  twelve — ali  will  be  well  !"  The 
nun  trembled,  and  staggered. 

"  Holy  Virghi  !  Sister  Lucia,  what  ails  thee;  How 
pale  thou  art!"  cried  the  tender-hearted  Sister  Maria, 
lending  a  supporting  band.  "  Poor  child,  the  crowd  and 
excitement  are  too  much  for  our  tranquil  iives.  but  when 
Sua  Altezza  Reale  has  departed,  some  extra  Ates  and 
Salve  reginas  will  rest  ore  thy  coniposui'e.  Stili  it  is  a 
pleasant  sight,"  continued  the  simple  suora,  tuming 
again  towards  the  throng,  on  seeing  that  the  visitors 
were  taking  their  leave.  Sister  Lucia  shrank  away, 
unnoticed,  to  her  cell. 

The  hour  was  midnight.  Ali  the  inhabitants  of  the 
convent  were  wrapt  in  slumber,  the  exciting  events  of 
the  preceding  day  recurring  to  their  minds  in  dream s, 
gathered  fresh  beauty  and  enjoyment  from  their  ìmagi- 
nations,  now  unfettered  by  rules  and  discipline. 
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One  niin  alone  kept  late  vigil  in  the  oratory,  by  per- 
mission  of  the  Lady  Abbess  :  a  feeble,  nncertain  light, 
revealed  her  siigli  t  figure  clothed  in  black  garments. 
kneeling  motionless  in  a  remote  corner,  her  head  buried 
in  her  small  hands.  Motionless,  did  I  say  ?  true,  she 
changed  not  her  posture,  but  her  whole  fraine  quivered, 
and  was  rent  by  the  bursting,  convulsive  sobs  which 
escaped  her.  They  alone  broke  the  stillness — no  ;  there 
is  another  sound — the  creaking  of  the  woodworm,  or 
perchance  a  mouse  gnawing  at  the  old  wainscot — it  is 
unnoticed  by  the  nun,  whose  sobs  become  more  agonized 
— but  it  continues — hark  !  a  low,  grating  noise — there 
is  a  pause. 

"  Rita  !"  the  voice  is  low,  almost  to  a  whisper,  but 
the  nun  starts,  and  lifts  her  tear-stained  face  to  listen. 
"  Rita!" 

She  rushes  up  the  steps  to  the  grating,  and  draws 
aside  the  heavy  curtain. 

u  Oh,  Alfonso  !  why  have  you  risked  your  life  ?" 

"  To  save  your's,  my  beloved.  See,  I  have  worked 
for  two  nights,  and  now  ali  is  ready!"  and  he  showed 
the  iron  he  had  sawn  with  a  file,  thus  enlarging  the 
wieket  already  mentioned. 

"  Come,  my  own  !  remember  your  promise,  that 
nothing  should  separate  you  from  me.  At  Vietri  a 
felucca  is  prepared,  a  horse,  my  own  noble  Manfredi,  is 
waiting  without — in  other  lands  we  shall  be  free,  safe 
from  tyranny  and  priestcraft.    Oh  !  Rita,  delay  not  !" 

"  My  vow  !  my  vow  !"  gasped  the  terrified  girl. 

"  Amor  mio,  it  was  compulsory,  and  may  stili  be 
retracted  without  sin,  till  the  black  veil  end  ali  hope. 
Rita,  it  will  be  too  late  then — you  could  not  perjure 
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yourself  even  for  me,  nor  woulcl  I  ask  it  ;  but  would 
your  father  free  you,  even  now,  were  you  to  crave  his 
mercy  on  your  knees  ?" 
uOh!  no,  never!" 

"  To-morrow,  if  you  come  not,  this  opening  will  be 
diseovered  ;  you  will  be  questioned,  liaving  passed  your 
vigil  here,  and  then  would  you  betray  my  life  ?" 

"  Oh  !  Alfonso,  the  thought  is  cruel." 

"  Come  then,  each  instanti  delay  is  perilous  V  and 
seizing  her  hand,  he  drew  her  towards  him  as  he  stood 
in  the  chapel.  With  some  difficulty  he  assisted  the 
trembling  girl  through  the  narrow  aperture,  and  passing 
his  arni  round  her  slight  waist  to  support  her  tottering 
steps,  threw  a  large  cloak  around  her  forni,  tore  off  the 
teli-tale  veil,  replacing  it  with  a  hood,  and  then  led  her 
to  the  sacristy.  Here  he  unlocked  a  postern  door,  and 
they  stood  together  beneath  the  dark  blue  vault  of 
heaven,  in  the  "  cold  tight  of  stars."  » 

"  Rita  !  henceforth  we  are  ali  in  ali  to  each  other." 

She  was  too  terrified  to  speak,  but  she  clung  to  him 
the  closer. 

Alfonso  secured  the  door,  and  threw  the  key  into  the 
ravine  ;  a  few  steps  further  on  they  found  the  gallant 
steed  fastened,  with  muffì  ed  hoofs  ;  placing  his  light 
burthen  before  him,  Alfonso  mounted,  and  the  planet 
Mars, 

"  The  star  of  the  determined  will/' 
alone  saw  them  quit  the  town  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  PRIEST'S  STORY  CONTINUED. 

"  The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone, 
Leads  to  the  world  where  sorrow  is  unknown." 

Cowper. 

The  sanie  night,  a  small  felucca  lay  anchorecl  off  the 
Marina  of  Vietri,  coiicealed  under  the  shadow  of  the 
cliffs,  and  gently  rocked  by  the  rippling  waves.  The 
sails  were  loosened  ready  for  a  start,  and  a  slight  wind 
was  blowing,  which  promised  to  be  favourable  to  the 
voyage.  Two  sailors  occupied  the  deck  ;  one  snoring 
lustily  as  he  lay  huddled  in  a  corner,  the  other  sitting 
on  a  coil  of  ropes,  clasped  his  hands  round  his  knees  as 
he  enjoyed  a  pipe,  and  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 
shore. 

The  sleeper  gave  a  snort  of  extra  vigour,  and  awoke 
with  a  start. 

"  Diamine  !"  he  exclaimed  "  how  long  are  we  to  wait 
for  this  captain  of  ours  \  See  what  a  beautiful  breeze  is 
curlino;  the  water,  while  we  dawdle  here  doma'  nothine!*' 

"  Ah!  Santa  Pazienza  !"  replied  his  corapanion,  coni- 
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posedly,  as  he  unclasped  his  hands  for  a  moment,  to 
remove  his  pipe,  spit,  and  replace  it.  "  'Tis  no  business 
of  ours — we  are  told  to  wait,  and  receive  a  handsome 
bottiglia  for  doing  so      and  he*puffed  away  lustily. 

"  Ugh  V  with  a  shrug,  was  ali  the  answer  he  got  ; 
after  a  pause,  the  grumbler  resumed — 

"  Where  is  Francesco  V 

"  He  said  he  would  go  a  little  way  up  the  road,  to 
look  for  any  signs  of  the  captain.  Via,  Niccolo,  '  be 
patient,  and  a  mulberry  leaf  will  become  satin,"'  says  the 
proverb  ;  non  ti  metter  in  furia  !  c'è  tempo,"  he  added, 
resuming  his  pipe,  while  Niccolo  occupied  himself  with 
some  of  the  ship's  tackle,  muttering  ali  the  while. 

In  the  meantime  Francesco  had  proceeded  on  his  way? 
impatient  at  the  delay,  and  not  a  little  curious  to  know 
for  whom  and  for  what  they  were  waiting  ;  as  he  passed 
under  the  aqueduct  he  crossed  himself  piously,  and  cast 
a  trembling  glance  at  the  DeviFs  habitation  on  the  oppo- 
site  side  of  the  ravine,  half-expecting  to  behold  some 
fearful  spectacle.  He  reached  Molino,  but  stili  no  cap- 
tain was  visible,  and  he  debated  within  himself  whether 
he  should  return  to  the  boat,  or  proceed  a  little  further. 

Ouriosity  carried  the  day,  and  on  he  went,  toiling  up 
the  ascent;  near  the  end  of  the  lane  he  perceived  a  figure 
standing  at  its  junction  with  the  path  leading  to 
Vetranto,  and  being  clearly  defined  against  the  sky,  he 
recognized  the  sailor  hat  and  form  of  his  chief.  This 
made  him  slacken  his  pace,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  heard  a 
peculiar  whistle,  which  was  immediately  answered  by  the 
figure  he  watched.  He  drew  nearer,  effectually  concealed 
in  the  deep  shadow  of  the  lane,  and  saw  a  horseman 
appear. 
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"  Is  ali  ready,  Gennaro  ?" 
"Si,  signore  ;  but  you  are  late  !" 
"  Yes,  it  took  a  longer  time  than  I  expected  ;  and  the 
priest  ?" 

"  Fve  got  him  ali  safe,  'cellenza  !  You  should  Lave 
seen  how  his  eyes  glistened  at  sight  of  the  purse  !"  and 
Gennaro  chuckled  at  the  remembrance. 

The  party  moved  off  to  the  solitary  chapel,  followed 
by  Francesco,  whose  curiosity  was  now  whetted  to  the 
utmost. 

"  Courage.  Rita  !  anima  mia,"  said  the  young  man,  as 
he  lifted  his  almost  helpless  companion  to  the  ground  ; 
u  you  will  be  mine  indeed  ere  a  few  minutes  be  over." 

They  entered  the  little  church,  and  Gennaro  closed  the 
door,  but  the  spy  was  not  to  be  so  easily  baulked. 

"  Vediamo  'nu  po'!"  he  muttered,  climbing  nautical 
fashion  to  one  of  the  Windows,  where,  looking  in,  he 
beheld,  by  the  glimmer  of  a  couple  of  candles,  two  figures 
standing  before  the  rustie  aitar,  at  which  a  priest  was 
officiating  ;  one  he  recognised  instantly,  with  a  curse,  as 

Alfonso  A  i,  the  other  was  so  enveloped  in  a  cloak, 

besides  having  its  back  turned  towards  his  window,  that 
he  could  not  discern  its  identity. 

"  Maladizione  !"  he  exclaimed,  as  the  party  issued 
from  the  chapel,  "  and  I  am  engaged  to  assist  him  in 
carrying  away  his  innamorata;  mo,  mo,  stiamo  a  vedere  !" 
He  listened. 

"  Gennaro  !  I  fear  she  has  fainted  !    Here,  help  me 
to  raise  her  before  me,  we  must  off  to  the  boat  at  once." 
"  Coraggio,  "ustrissimo  !  the  air  may  revive  her.''1 
Slowly  they  descended  the  broken  path,  tenderly  con- 
veying  their  precious  burthen,  but  poor  Rita's  was  not  a 
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mere  fainting  fit,  the  stram  on  her  mind  had  been  sudi, 
her  terror  and  excitement  so  great,  that  brain  fever  had 
supervened.  The  lethargy  which  she  for  a  time  evinced, 
gave  way  to  the  intensest  fear,  which  agonised  her  hus- 
band  the  more,  as  her  mind  wandered,  and  she  fancied 
herself  the  prey  of  ruffians  and  murderers,  and  prayed 
piteously  to  be  released,  to  be  restored  to  Alfonso,  who 
she  knew  would  die  to  save  her,  who  would  never  ill-treat 
her  thus ! 

Poor  Alfonso  !  who  shall  describe  the  intensity  of  his 
grief,  the  bitterness  of  his  self-accusations  at  having 
risked  her  life,  her  mind  !  As  they  traversed  the  little 
village  of  Molino,  her  violence  rose  till  her  shrieks  reni 
the  stili  night  air  to  the  terror  of  startled  sleepers,,  who 
crossed  themselves  shivering  in  their  beds,  as  they 
thought  the  evil  spirit  was  taking  his  midnight  walk  on 
the  old  aqueduct. 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  Gennaro?"  exclaimed  the 
unhappy  youth  ;  "we  can  never  take  her  on  board  in 
this  state  ;  the  boatmen  will  think  I  ani  murdering  or 
kidnapping  her  against  her  will  !  How  can  I  take  her 
to  sea,  and  where  can  we  find  a  hiding-place  on  shore  V 

Gennaro  removed  his  hat,  the  better  to  scratch  his 
head,  and  ponder  over  this  difficulty  ;  suddenly,  a  bright 
thought  appeared  to  strike  him  : 

"  Signore,  people  do  say  that  yonder  pink  house  is 
haunted  ;  1  am  not  afraid,  however,  and  if  sua  eccelenza 
thinks  it  well,  the  signora  might  be  safe  there,  as  her 
cries  would  be  attributed  to  the  evil  one  !  No  anima 
viva  would  disturb  you,  and  to-morrow  night  you  might 
escape  thence  to  the  boat." 

"  Iddio  te  lo  rimeriti  !"  exclaimed  Alfonso,  as  he  joy- 


LA  CAVA. 


3  23 


fully  hailed  the  suggestion,  and  they  made  for  the  lonely 
building. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !"  laughed  Francesco,  "  no  anima  viva  will 
disturb  you  !  Stiamo  a  vedere,  mo  t'acconcio  !"  he  added, 
with  a  sardonie  grin,  as  he  perceived  them  enter  the 
haunted  house. 

It  contained  but  a  few  broken  articles  of  forniture, 
with  a  tumble-down  bedstead,  but  they  contrived  to 
make  a  coucb  of  leaves  and  grass,  covered  with  cloaks, 
whereon  they  laid  the  fevered  Rita,  who  at  times 
screamed  fearfully,  at  others  moaned  distressingly  in  her 
mental  anguish.  Here  the  unhappy  couple  were  left  by 
Gennaro,  who  was  obliged  to  look  after  his  boat,  and,  as 
daylight  already  glimmered  in  the  eastern  sky,  he  pro- 
mised  to  return  next  night  to  bring  them  provisions,  and 
assist,  if  possible,  in  their  removal  to  the  felucca,  which 
should  again  be  ready. 

Daylight  broke  over  the  valley,  the  peasants  went  to 
their  labours,  telling  each  other,  with  quaking  hearts,  of 
the  fearful  sounds  which  had  disturbed  their  slumbers  ; 
the  little  village  of  Molino  was  alive  with  business,  and 
the  noisy  traffic  of  the  high  road  resumed  its  daily 
course.  The  sun  rose  higher,  till  it  reached  the  meri- 
dian,  and  stili  Alfonso  watched  by  Rita's  side,  moistening 
her  parched  and  fevered  lips  with  water  he  collected  with 
difficulty  in  the  hollow  of  his  hands,  from  the  rills  trick- 
lino;  down  the  mountain  side  at  the  back  of  the  cottage. 
What  were  his  thoughts  and  fears  during  that  weary 
vigil,  what  pen  can  trace  \ 

The  sun  descended,  but,  oh  !  how  time  lagged,  to  his 
burning  impatience  ! 

44  He  would  risk  ali  that  night,  and  carry  his  treasure 
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away  from  that  dangerous  neighbourhood,  ili  though  she 

was  !    The  sea  breeze  might  cool  her  fever  "  and  he 

gazed  at  her  frightened  eyes  and  burnì ng  cheeks,  and 
tried  to  stili  the  restless  arras,  which  were  tossed  wildly 
about,  while,  at  times,  he,  with  difficulty,  kept  her  on 
the  rude  couch,  her  struggles  were  so  violent.  Oh  !  how 
he  prayed  for  night  ! 

The  sun  descended,  and  the  shadows  lengthened  ;  the 
dusk  in  the  ravine  increased;  he  heard  the  peasants 
singing  their  evening  chants,  as  they  returned  home 
from  work,  and  the  noise  of  the  mill  wheels  was  hushed; 
hope  again  began  to  rise,  as  he  anticipated  Gennaro 's 
return  ere  long. 

Soon  he  heard  a  low  tap  at  the  door,  which  he  had 
barricaded  to  the  best  of  his  power. 

"  Grennaro,"  he  whispered,  through  the  keyhole,  "  is 
it  you  V 

"  Son'io,  aprite  !"  was  the  equally  low  reply. 

"  Blessings  on  you,  for  a  faithful  friend!"  cried  Al- 
fonso, trembling  with  eagerness,  as  he  removed  the  heap 
of  old  chairs  he  had  piled  against  the  entrance  ;  he 
opened  the  door. , 

"'Cellenza,  I  have  brought  some  friends  to  visit 
you,''1  said  Francesco,  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  as 
he  saw  the  unhappy  youth  seized  by  two  gens  d'armes, 
while  Don  Rodrigo  and  some  priests  darted  into  the 
hovel. 

"Fiend!"  cried  Alfonso,  battling  with  his  tor- 
mentors,  and  panting  for  vengeance  on  the  boatman. 

"  Ah  !  1  ustrissimo,  you  listened  to  my  little  pre- 
ghiera once,  and  Francesco  is  not  forgetful  of  benefìts  !" 

He  heard  Rita's  terriiied  cries  within,  and  struggled 
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the  more  to  free  himself  ;  despair  lent  him  superhuman 
strength,  and  with  a  sudden  effort,  which  threw  the 
soldier  on  his  back,  he  rid  himself  of  one  of  his  foes,  and 
then  hurled  the  other  down  the  precipice  :  but  just  then 
a  figure  darted  from  the  house,  flew  down  the  steep,  and 
reached  the  aqueduct. 

"  Rita,  Rita  !"  he  cried  in  agony  ;  "  stay,  stay,  anima 
mia — they  shall  not  harm  thee  !  Oh,  God  !  she  will  be 
killed  !"  he  ejaculated,  endeavouring  to  rush  after  her  ; 
but  one  of  the  priests  restrained  him  with  a  powerful 
arm. 

44  Are  you  mad  ?  If  you  alarm  her,  there  will  not  be 
a  chance  for  her  life  !" 

Don  Rodrigo — ah  !  wretched  father,  even  thy  stony 
heart  is  touched  at  last  ! — Don  Rodrigo  called  anxiously  : 

"  Margherita,  fear  not  !  Ali  is  forgi ven,  only  return 
— come  to  Alfonso  !" 

"  Ha,  ha  !"  laughed  the  girl,  in  her  delirium.  "  See 
I  am  free  !  Alfonso,  come — let  us  cross  the  bridge — 
here  there  are  no  iron  bars  !" 

She  beckoned  him  to  follow,  and  went  on  a  little  way 
over  the  crumbling  min. 

4C  Let  me  go  ;  I  will  go  quietly,"  said  Alfonso  to  the 
priest.  "  I  see  the  danger  of  frightening  her  ;  "  and 
the  cold  drops  of  agony  poured  from  his  brow,  as  he 
calmly  descended  the  mountain  side,  while  the  others 
waited  in  fearful  suspense. 

"  Rita,  my  beloved,  come  to  me  ;  come  to  thine 
Alfonso  !"  he  spoke  in  a  soothing  voice,  as  he  placed  one 
foot  on  the  ruin. 

"Ha,  ha!  Alfonso,  we  are  free! — free!"  And  in 
an  instant  her  mangled  body  lay  in  the  ravine  below, 
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while  the  mountains  and  rocks  echoed  tlie  wild  cry — 
"free!  free!" 

For  some  years  Alfonso  was  the  inmate  of  a  lunatic 
asylum,  a  raving  maniac;  he  rallied  froin  this  fearful 
condition,  but  only  to  fall  into  a  settled  melancholy 
madness,  from  which  no  efforts  could  rouse  him.  As  he 
was  perfectly  quiet,  he  was  allowed  to  return  to  his 
father,  who  died  not  long  after  a  prey  to  grief.  His 
wretched  son  stili  lives  in  the  family  residence,  a  white- 
haired  old  man,  who  is  sometimes  seen  wandering  about 
his  masserie,  but  never  exchanges  a  wrord  with  any  one. 
His  sickly  sister  takes  care  of  him.  Though  stili 
wealthy,  the  property  has  decreased  much  in  value  since 
the  disease  in  the  vines  ;  whereas  the  land  belonging  to 

the  family  of  the  A  i  has  become  more  yaluable  since 

the  railway  has  traversed  it.  But  Don  Rodrigo  and  his 
wife  have  long  followed  their  daughter  to  her  rest,  and  a 
distant  relative  possesses  his  ill-starred  wealth  and  ill- 
omened  name. 

About  twilight,  on  cairn  evenings,  the  peasants  of 
Molino  often  fancy  they  see  a  female  figure  wandering 
over  the  aqueduct,  and  beckoning  to  some  invisible 
person  to  follow  ;  and  they  declare  that  the  former 
noises  in  the  pink  house  are  increased  by  screams 
from  a  woman's  voice. 


I  rose  from  the  bench,  on  which  we  had  been  sitting, 
with  a  start,  and  looked  up  at  the  dreary  Windows, 
almost  expecting  to  see  the  miserable  old  man  looking 
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out.  We  thanked  the  good  priest  warnily  for  tris  tale, 
and  separated  ;  but  that  evening  we  did  not  take  our 

usuai  short-cut   across   the  C  e  grounds,  it  was 

tacitly  avoided,  and  we  went  silently  homewards. 

"  Those  who  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear  : 
The  subject  well  deserves  it." 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

To-DAY  I  was  sitting  on  a  low  chair,  deeply  immersed 
in  a  book,  when  I  felt  a  twitch  at  my  sleeve,  and 
looking  round,  saw  one  of  the  handsome  peacocks  at  my 
elbow.  This  young  gentleman  makes  no  scruple  at 
entering  by  any  of  the  back  Windows  he  may  see  open, 
and  after  levying  contributions  in  the  shape  of  eatables, 
flies  out  again  by  the  way  he  carne  in.  One  of  the  two 
peacocks  is  very  fierce,  and  having  a  peculiar  spite 
against  petticoats,  sundry  battles  ensue  when  any  one 
enters  the  court  ;  we  never  venture  there  without  a 
stout  broomstick,  sufficiently  long  besides  to  keep  the 
bird  at  a  respectful  distance. 

After  o*ettin£  rid  of  our  visitor,  with  the  aid  of  Donna 
Errichetta,  she  invited  me  to  see  their  silkworms,  and 
led  me  into  a  small  room,  which  was  hot  and  musty  from 
the  windows  being  kept  constantly  closed.  Here  there 
were  about  a  dozen  large  shallow  baskets,  filled  with 
mulberry  and  lettuce  leaves,  about  which  the  worms 
were  wriggling  and  crawling,  in  great  quantities.  She 
told  me  they  were  ali  sickly,  and  showed  me  certain 
white  rings  on  their  bodies,  which  were  the  signs  of 
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disease.  Mulberry  trees  are  extensively  cultivated  here- 
abouts,  as  ali  the  people  keep  silkworms  ;  but  they 
succeed  in  rearing  comparatively  few,  and  seem  at  a 
loss  to  find  a  remedy  for,  or  assign  a  cause  to,  the 
disease. 

I  saw  one  of  the  old  aunts  busy  at  her  little  loom, 
weaving  tape,  which  she  good-naturedly  tried  to  teach 
me  to  make  ;  but  her  lightning  mode  of  throwing  the 
shuttle  was  beyond  my  power  of  accomplishing,  espe- 
cially  as  I  had  to  keep  time  with  my  feet  besides. 
Here  the  men  weave  as  often  as  their  wives,  and  the 
latter  share  their  husband's  field  labours,  carrying 
equally  heavy  burdens,  and  running  barefooted  over  the 
sharp  stones,  as  if  they  were  doing  the  easiest  thing 
possible  ! 

This  habit  of  carrying  everything  on  their  heads, 
imparts  a  splendid  carriage  to  the  women  ;  and  whereas 
the  Neapolitan  ladies,  by  dint  of  tight-lacing  and  wearing 
iron  rings  round  their  waists  *  when  young,  to  prevent 
them  from  expanding  with  their  growth,  have  rounded 
shoulders  and  stooping  forms— -these  daughters  of  nature 
stand  and  walk  erect,  with  small  heads  gracefully 
poised  and  thrown  back,  carrying  their  buckets  of  water 
along  the  steep  paths,  without  a  thought  of  steadying 
their  burthens  with  a  finger.  Dante,  in  one  of  his  love- 
poems,  describes  well  what  I  mean  : 

"  Soave  a  guisa  va  di  un  bel  pavone, 
Diritta  sopra  se,  come  una  grua." 

*  This  fact  was  told  me  by  the  dressmaker  of  the  elegant 

Contessa  di  G  o,  whose  waist,  fifteen  inches  in  diameter, 

often  excited  my  wonder. 
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There  are  many  rustie  beauties  at  Cava,  with  rich, 
nut-brown  hair,  and  snow-white  skins,  wliere  not  em- 
browned  by  Constant  exposure  to  the  sun.  The  children 
also  are  mostly  fair,  with  heads  of  curly  golden  locks, 
for  here  it  is  seldom  one  sees  black  tresses,  or  trae 
brunettes,  which  an  accomplished  friend  has  attributed 
to  the  Norman  blood  formerly  prevailing  in  these  parts. 

If  not  employed  at  the  loom,  the  women  generally  are 
husy  with  the  old  fashioned  spindle  and  distaff,  with 
which  they  walk,  or  stand  about,  chattering  in  groups 
and  spinning  the  while.  It  requires  some  practice  to 
acquire  the  masterly  roll  on  the  knee  which  sets  the 
spindle  twirling,  and  an  amateur,  when  congratulating 
herself  on  having  accomplished  it,  often  sees  the  thread 
break,  and  the  spindle  whirl  away  like  a  peg-top. 

I  took  re^ular  lessons  in  the  art  from  our  old  house- 
maid,  who  was  originally  a  peasant,  and  never  allowed 
her  town  life  to  obliterate  her  country  acquirements. 
She  and  the  Cavesi  were  great  friends,  and  on  festas 
they  would  congregate  round  her  as  she  sat  in  state  on 
one  of  the  benches  opposite  the  house,  magnifìcently 
attired  in  shoes  and  stockings,  and  wearing  a  regular 
gown,  a  gold  chain  wound  many  times  round  her  neck, 
glistening  in  a  would-be  negligé  style,  from  out  the 
folds  of  her  silken  neckerchief.  Thus  enthroned,  as  it 
were,  she  would  recount  the  marvels  of  Naples  to  her 
wondering  hearers,  who  could  hardly  credit  the  possi- 
bility  of  any  town  being  larger  and  fìner  than  Cava  or 
Salerno. 

Yes,  at  first  these  good-natured,  and  apparently  pri- 
mitive peasants,  interested  us  greatly  ;  they  appeared 
so  grateful  for  any  ad  vice,  so  thankful  for  food,  and 
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elothing,  and  medicine,  caliing  on  ali  the  saints  in  the 
calendar  to  bless  and  prosper  the  good  Ingresi,  the  ready 
tears  adding  effect  to  their  words. 

We  used  to  speak  to  the  O  s,  whose  tenants  they 

were,  suggesting  improvements  in  their  wretched  cabins, 
and  the  propriety  of  their  saving  the  remains  of  their 
kitchens,  wherevvith  to  make  a  mess  for  their  poorer 
neighbours  in  the  trying  winter  seasons  ;  and  the  old 
ladies  did  give  a  good  deal  from  their  garden  and  store- 
rooms,  but  always  shook  their  heads  at  our  philan- 
thropical  scbemes,  and  told  us  we  shonld  know  the 
people  better  in  time. 

We  got  a  doctor  to  attend  some  sick  women,  and 
found,  after  repeated  visits  and  long  bills  for  medicines, 
that  his  directions  were  never  followed  ;  the  remedies 
had  been  thrown  away,  and  other  advice  privately 
sought.  We  gave  elothing  to  some  of  the  very  poorest, 
who  conveyed  it  away  by  stealth,  lest  their  neighbours 
should  seize  it,  and  then  those  who  were  well  off,  wear- 
ing  gold  chains  and  massive  éarrings,  carne  begging  for 
the  same,  and  looked  black  as  midnight  on  being  told 
they  were  not  suitable  objects  of  charity. 

"  But  you  gave  a  gown  to  Carmela  !" 

"  True,  but  poor  Carmela  is  hard  working  and 
starving,  whereas  you  are  well  off;"  and  then  ensued 
envyings  and  jealousies  that  some  were  helped  more 
than  others,  though  ali  had  something  in  turn. 

One  nice  little  girl  we  were  desirous  of  putting  to 
school,  rather  to  have  her  taught  to  do  plain  work  than 
reading  or  writing,  useless  acquirements  in  the  kingdom 
of  the  Two  Sicilies.  On  inquiry  we  found  a  very  good 
school  in  the  town,  where  e  very  kind  of  work,  as  well 
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as  reading  and  writing,  were  taught  gratis  to  ali  classes, 
the  school  being  a  public  charity. 

We  visited  it,  and  found  the  matron  a  civil,  tidy 
woman.  On  proposing  to  the  mother  to  send  our  little 
protégée  as  a  day  scholar  to  this  school,  she  objected  on 
the  plea  of  the  village  being  some  distance  from  the 
town  (a  feeble  objection  when  the  children  are  always 
left  to  run  wild  about  the  roads).  She  mentioned  that 
there  was  a  maestra  in  the  paese,  who  would  teach  the 
little  girl  to  work,  if  we  would  pay  for  her  schooling, 
and  on  consenting  to  this  arrangement,  we  promised 
also  to  find  materials  for  some  shifts  for  the  family, 
which  the  child  was  to  learn  to  make  up.  Our  wish 
for  this  little  girl  to  learn  plain  work,  arose  chiefly  from 
the  difficulty  evinced  by  the  peasant  women  in  the  use 
of  their  needle,  it  being  quite  a  curiosity  to  watch  their 
mode  of  mending  their  husbands''  shirts  and  their  own 
garments. 

We  cali  ed  on  the  maestra,  and  saw  our  little  friend 
sitting  by  her  side,  seemingly  very  industrious,  and 
truly  the  work  progressed  in  marvellous  style,  and  shift 
after  shift  was  demanded,  till  with  a  piano,  piano,  poco 
a  poco,  we  begged  to  see  the  child  work  at  our  house, 
that  we  might  inspect  her  performance  more  closely. 
Then  it  turned  out  that  she  could  not  stick  her  needle 
in,  that  instead  of  sending  her  to  school  the  mother  had 
appropriated  the  money  paid  for  her  instruction  (to 
which  the  teacher  must  have  been  privy,  as  we  had  seen 
and  spoken  to  her  when  sending  her  the  child),  had  cut 
out  the  materials  wrong,  and  cobbled  them  up  her 
fashion  as  quickly  as  she  could. 

The  O  s  shrugged  their  shoulders,  giving  us  to 
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understand  they  had  forewarned  us,  and  expressing  no 
surprise,  nor  disgust  at  the  deceit  practised.  In  fact, 
we  discoverd,  in  course  of  time,  that  to  favour  our  poorer 
neighbours  was  a  certain  way  to  cali  down  the  ili  will 
of  their  superiors  on  their  devoted  heads,  and  many 
tenants  received  orders  to  quit,  solely  for  being  favourites 
with  the  forasti  eri. 

There  is  no  kindly  or  neighbourly  feeling;  the  0  s 

(like  human  nature  elsewhere)  eriticise  their  friends 

and  acquaintance,  the  M  s  and  C  s,  when  prac- 

ticable,  which  is  repaid  with  interest,  while  the  peasants 
come  with  honeyed  tones  and  whispered  words  to  caution 
us  ao-ainst  some  one  or  other  of  their  neighbours  :  and 
above  ali,  and  beyond  ali,  the  parish  priests  throw  in 
their  mite,  by  telling  the  people  we  are  unbaptised 
heathens,  and  cautionino;  them  against  receivino;  our 
charity,  or  kissing  our  hands  ! 

I  bave  seen  the  peasants,  and  even  the  0  s, 

question  our  servants  respecting  our  unbelief,  and  the 
windows  being  open,  and  these  conversations  generally 
carried  on  round  the  before-named  seats,  it  required  no 
eflbrt  to  overhear  some  of  these  agreeable  remarks  with 
regard  to  our  state  of  perdition;  truly  "listeners  hear  no 
good  of  themselves,"  and  we  had  no  reason  to  be  vain 
from  what  reached  our  ears — such  sighs,  and  "  Ma- 
donnas  !"  and  saints!  such  expressive  shrugs  as  attended 
these  recitals  and  comments  ! 

Accompanied  by  another  lady,  1  once  attended  a 
Roman  Catholic  christening  at  Naples,  by  invitation. 
Being  a  gentleman's  child,  the  ceremony  was  performed 
at  home,  and  many  relatives  and  friends  were  invited  to 
be  present.    The  priest  performed  ali  the  customary 
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agreeable  et  cwtevas  with  salt,  and  holy  water,  and  Iris 
own  saliva,  and  the  godmother,  who  did  not  understand 
Latin,  laying  her  hand  on  a  portion  of  Iris  garment 
placed  over  the  child,  gabbled  some  nonsense  after  him, 
looking  round  at  the  bystanders  and  laughing  at  the 
joke  !  The  cereinony  ended,  I  was  questioned  as  to  my 
impression  of  its  awfulness,  when  the  priest  said  to  me~ 
while  he  was  unrobing, 

"  You  have  never  been  christened  !" 

"  Mille  pardoni,  I  have,  e  nel  Nome  del  Padre,  del 
Figlio  e  dello  Spirito  Santo  !"  I  rejoined,  aloud.  He 
laughed,  in  which  ali  joined,  and  I  quitted  the  en- 
lightened  circle. 

Ah  !  how  can  I  name  Neapolitan  priests  and  monks 
in  temperate  or  charitable  terms  l  how  express  the  feel- 
ings  of  loathing  towards  these  arch-deceivers,  which  a 
lengthened  residence  in  this  benighted  land  produces  ì 

It  is  well  to  talk  of  misgovernment,  ty  ranni  cai  laws 
(though  it  is  commonly  allowed  that  the  laws  of  Naples 
are  good,  were  they  only  put  in  execution),  and  bad 
rulers,  but,  alas  !  u  If  the  foundaticms  be  destroyed,  what 
ean  the  righteons  do  f  and  what  a  foundation  of  igno- 
rance,  deceit,  and  imposture  is  laid  in  every  child  and 
true  believer,  by  these  reverend  instructors  of  youth  ! 
Who  looks  for  truth,  or  gratitude,  or  disinterestedness 
(except  in  examples  few  and  far  betweén  !)  in  a  genuine 
Neapolitan  ì  Who  hears  from  them  a  word  in  commen- 
dation  of  their  priests,  or  monks,  to  whom  young  girls 
are  bound  to  make  Constant  confession,  and  who  are  the 
sole  teachers  allowed  to  boys,  whether  as  heads  of  Ool- 
leges,  or  private  tutors  in  families? 

At  Cava  there  are  five  monasteries  and  shoals  of  the 
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regular  clergy  ;  but  the  histories  of  shame  and  dishonour, 
recounted  to  us  by  Cavesi  themselves,  with  regard  to 
these  their  spiritual  mentore  and  guides,  I  cannot  detail. 
The  poor  spoke  of  them  with  little  respect,  and  ridiculed 
with  their  piquant  Neapolitan  wit,  the  easy  life  led  by 
the  greasy  friars,  vegetating  literally  oh  the  fat  of  the 
land! 

A  foreigner  and  Roman  Catholic  told  us  once,  that  he 
eould  carry  on  any  intrigue  in  Naples,  through  the  Con- 
fessional,  by  giving  an  occasionai  dollar  to  the  priest  ; 
and  English  Romanists  have  expressed  to  us  their  sur- 
prise  at  the  spiritual  darkness  enjoined  by  the  clergy 
here. 

Alas  !  for  this  beautiful  land,  "  sitting  in  darkness  and 
in  the  shadow  of  death  !  who  will  show  her  any  good  ?" 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Last  evening  proving  cooler  tlian  usuai  from  a  refresMng 
sliower  of  rain,  which  fell  during  the  day,  we  followed 
the  Trinità  road  till  we  reached  the  turning  that  led  to 
the  Church  of  the  Avvocatella  (or  Bucatella,  as  the 
natives  corrupt  the  word)  and  the  Grottoes. 

On  eutering  this  bridle  patii,  the  scene  becomes  wild 
in  the  extreme  \  the  Valley  of  Bunea  being  very  narrow, 
the  sides  of  the  mountains,  covered  with  brushwood  and 
myrtle,  and  well  wooded  to  their  suramits,  are  so  steep, 
that  it  requires  some  composure  of  head  to  look  down  at 
the  sinall  stream  which  runs  noisily  through  the  ravine. 
This  rivulet,  which  in  wanter  becomes  a  fierce  torrent, 
and  is  the  sanie  seen  from  the  Monastery  situated  at  the 
head  of  the  gorge,  is  likewise  named  Bunea,  and  has 
been  in  existence  since  the  niost  remote  ages  ;  after 
turning  the  wheels  of  several  mills  at  Molino  and  Vietri, 
it  discharo-es  itself  into  the  sea  at  the  Marina.  This 
name  of  Bunea  is  frequently  given  to  Juno,  of  which 
Pausanias  makes  particular  mention,  stating  that  she 
was  so  called  after  Buno,  the  son  of  Mercury,  who 
erected  a  tempie,  which  he  dedicated  to  her,  at  Gorinth. 
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In  this  neighbourhood  the  celebrateci  Tempie  of 
Jupiter  Argiva  is  supposed  to  have  stood,  thougk  at 
present  ali  traces  of  the  site  are  lost. 

The  path  gradually  descended  till  it  passed  the  Grotta 
Arsiccia,  as  it  is  called,  consisting  in  an  immense  over- 
hanging  rock,  from  which  long  curious  stalactites  were 
pendant,  the  whole  sadly  blackened  by  some  barbarous 
charcoal  burners,  who  had  fixed  their  quarters  beneath 
its  shelter.  The  delicate  Capelli  venere  grew  luxuriantly 
over  the  biack  mass,  softening  strangely  its  savage 
aspect  ;  a  tiny  bridge  afforded  a  passage  over  the  bed  of 
the  stream,  which  was  here  interrupted  by  huge  pieces 
of  rock  fallen  from  the  cliffs  above,  and  piled  together  in 
picturesque  confusion. 

From  hence  the  path  gradually  rose  again,  winding 
along  the  opposite  side  of  the  ravine,  being  the  only  high 
road  to  several  villages.  Beautiful  wild  flowers  and 
numerous  grasses,  amongst  the  latter  the  Briza  magnimi, 
or  quaking  grass,  here  grew  abundantly,  while  the  bare 
cliffs  near  the  Grotta  were  enam elied  with  a  species  of 
dwarf  campanula  clinging  tenaciously  to  the  rock,  and 
resisting  ali  our  efforts  to  obtain  a  root  of  its  clustering 
blue  flowers. 

We  were  alone  among  the  grand  old  mountains,  the 
charcoal  hut  was  closed,  its  fires  were  extinct,  and  for  the 
moment  no  peasants  were  to  be  seen  toiling  up  the  steep 
ascent,  to  break  the  silence  by  their  wild  chants  or  shouts 
to  their  companions  on  the  opposite  side,  sounds  caught 
up  by  the  echoing  rocks  far  and  near  : 

"  Ali  heaven  and  earth  are  stili — though  not  in  sleep, 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  feeling  most  ; 
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And  silent,  as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep  ; 
Ali  heaven  and  earth  are  stili." 

QJiti.de  Harold. 

Reluctantly  we  quitted  this  romantic  spot,  and,  slowly 
retracing  our  steps,  entered  the  pretty  little  chapel  dedi- 
cated  to  Santa  Maria  della  Pietà,  or  dell'  Avvocata.  Its 
front  is  very  irregalar,  owing  to  the  rock  which  breaks 
through  the  masonry  in  many  places,  and  forins  the  chief 
part  of  the  roof.  One  aitar  was  surronnded  by  votive 
offerings,  waxen  hands  and  feet,  legs  and  breasts,  symbo- 
lical  of  the  diseases  cured  by  this  Madonna  ;  there  were 
long,  faded,  and  dried-up  plaits  of  hair  dedicated  years 
before  by  girls  who,  perchance,  had  nought  else  of  vaine 
to  present,  and  therefore  gave  their  sole  ornament  and 
pride. 

There  were  rude  pictures  of  miraculous  recoveries, 
some  new  and  bright,  with  yellow,  red,  and  blue  paints, 
others  worn  with  age  and  damp,  the  eanvass  hanging  in 
shreds  froni  the  blackened  frames.  They  were  nearly  ali 
in  the  same  style  :  a  bed  in  one  corner,  containing  an 
invalid,  with  weeping  relatives  kneeling  round,  and  in 
the  opposite  one,  peeping  out  from  some  woolly-looking 
clouds,  a  blue  and  red  Madonna  is  seen,  with  ber  head 
on  one  side  and  uplifted  band,  and  two  fingers  extended 
in  true  orthodox  fashion.  Occasionally  the  scene  was 
varied  by  the  petitioner  being  represented  falling  over 
the  precipice,  but  the  Madonna  was  ever  at  hand  to  ward 
off  ali  ili  effects. 

There  were  a  few  women  and  old  men  mutterino-  their 
prayers  and  examining  us  at  one  and  the  same  time,  and 
doubtless  marvellins:  at  the  Madonna  for  sufferins  our 
heretic  feet  to  defilé  the  spot  ! 
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The  Valley  of  Bunea  being  once  upon  a  time  infested 
with  robbers,  au  effigy  of  Santa  Maria  della  Pietà  was 
painted  on  a  wall,  in  the  belief  that  her  sanctity  would 
clear  the  neighbourhood  of  such  depredators.  However, 
it  would  seern  that  she  had  not  much  moral  influence 
over  the  gay  band  of  foresters,  as  some  thieves  stili 
frequented  these  mountain  solitudes  towards  the  dose  of 
the  eleventh  century,  when  they  were  often  alarmed  and 
puzzled  by  a  light  in  the  lower  parts  of  the  valley, 
which  disappeared  always  on  their  approach.  This  mys- 
tery having  been  related  to  St.  Pietro,  third  abbot  of  the 
Trinità  (or  to  Alferio,  first  abbot,  according  to  some, 
who  give  an  earlier  date  to  these  events),  in  the  belief, 
doubtless,  that  if  there  were  anything  uncanny  in  the 
ìight,  he  would  exorcise  the  evil  spirit,  he  set  off, 
attended  by  a  train  of  ecclesiastics,  on  a  voyage  of  dis- 
eovery,  and  to  bis  purified  eyes  was  revealed  a  pieture  of 
the  Virgin  with  swart  complexion,  pendant  from  an  elin- 
tree  !  With  ali  due  solemnity  it  was  conveyed  by  the 
saintly  abbot  to  the  parochial  church  of  St.  Cesareo, 
which  was  dose  at  hand,  or,  as  some  writers  have  it,  to 
the  chapel  at  Vetranto,  and  exposed  to  the  adoration  of 
the  faithful. 

But  while  an  elegant  chapel  was  being  prepared  for  it, 
lo  !  the  pieture  disappeared,  and  was  long  sought  for  in 
vain,  till  the  mysterious  and  miraculous  light  was  again 
seen  in  the  same  part  of  the  Valley  as  before,  revealing 
the  image  in  its  old  quarters  on  the  elm-tree! 

Having  thus  plainly  manifested  her  dislike  to  a  change 
of  abode,  the  Madonna  was  placed  beside  her  namesake 
dell1  Avvocata,  and  distinct  prayers  and  fètes  for  each 
were  appointed.  ,  In  a  short  time  a  church  became  requi- 
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site  from  the  crowds  of  people  who  flocked  to  see  and 
adore  the  picture,  and  to  this  a  number  of  gentlemen 
eontributed,  forrning  themselves  into  a  fraternity  called 
the  Brothers  of  Santa  Maria  della  Pietà  e  dell'  Olmo. 

This  church  was  built  at  Cava,  which  was  then  start- 
ing  into  life,  and  then  cefo  rward  grew  rapidly  around  the 
sacred  edifice  containing  their  patron  saint,  to  which  a 
hospital  was  attached,  the  ruined  belfrey  being  stili 
visible;  this  building,  after  long  disuse,  has  been  adapted 
to  the  French  Soeurs  de  Charité,  who  have  recently 
arrived  in  this  town,  to  carry  on  their  labour  of  love  and 
self-devotion  in  a  new  field.  Ali  honour  to  this  bright 
sisterhood  ! 

The  Madonna  appears  to  have  taken  kindly  to  her 
town  quarters,  for  we  hear  of  no  more  wanderings  and 
disappearances,  though  on  this  chapel  also  proving  too 
small  to  contain  her  worshippers,  a  larger  one  was  erected, 
the  first  stone  being  laid  A.D.  1482,  by  St.  Francesco  di 
Paola. 

Such  is  the  story  of  the  patron  saint  of  Cava,  im- 
plicitly  believed  in  by  ali  good  Cavesi,  and  carefully 
detailed  by  ali  historians  of  these  parts,  with  but  slight 
variations.  In  Matteo  Camera's  "  Istoria  di  Amalfi," 
this  tradition  is  also  related  of  a  Camaldolese  monastery, 
the  ruins  of  which  are  stili  in  existence  near  Majori, 
a  village  on  the  Amalfi  coast  ;  the  approach  to  it  is 
almost  inaccessible,  but  from  the  sea  these  remains  of 
Santa  Maria  delP  Avvocata,  as  it  is  also  called,  are  visible 
on  passing  Erchia.  This  building  accounts  for  the 
chapel  near  the  Grotto  being  called  the  Avvocatella,  or 
little  Avvocata  ;  the  latter  was  erected  by  the  parish 
priest,  Don  Domenico  Campanile,  in  the  year  1702. 
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Seated  on  the  little  terrace  in  front  of  the  chapel,  and 
overlooking  the  ravine,  we  enjoyed  the  beautiful  view, 
embracing  the  picturesque  aqueduct  near  Molino,  the 
domes  and  houses  of  Vietri,  and  the  blue  waters  of 
the  Gulf  beyond.  Not  a  cloud  was  to  be  seen  on  the 
clear  sky,  fast  deepening  in  the  shades  of  night,  not  a 
breath  stirred,  not  a  sound  broke  the  stillness  except  the 
faintly-heard  prajers  and  responses  in  the  chapel  at  the 
Ave  Maria. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

The  custode  of  the  chapel  approached  us  laden  with 
chairs,  which  he  recommended  instead  of  the  stone  bench 
running  round  the  terrace. 

This  little  civility  paved  the  way  to  a  conversatici, 
when  he  announced  to  us  that  he  knew  ali  about  us, 
where  we  lived,  and  who  we  were,  and  then  seating  him- 
self  on  the  bench,  while  we  occupied  the  chairs  in  state, 
truly  the  "  observed  of  ali  observers,"  he  proceeded  to 
answer  in  his  tura  ali  our  queries. 

I  perceived  that  one  sleeve  of  his  jacket  was  looped 
up  to  a  button,  and  that  he  brought  us  the  chairs  with 
his  left  hand,  so  I  asked  the  poor  man  by  what  accident 
he  had  lost  his  right  arni? 

He  told  us  his  little  history — how  he  had  been  en- 
gagé d,  some  years  before,  to  let  off  the  mortaletti,  or 
petarare,  as  they  are  commonly  called,  on  Monte  Castello 
the  night  of  the  grand  festa  ;  how  one  of  those  infernal 
machines  had  exploded,  blowing  off  his  poor  arni,  as  he 
crouched  at  a  yard's  distance  to  fulfil  his  perilous  duty — 
how  he  had  been  taken  to  the  hospital,  and  on  his  reco- 
very, had  been  given  his  present  employment,  namely, 
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to  keep  the  keys  of  the  church,  and  clean  it,  and  on 
certain  days,  attired  in  a  half  monkish  garb,  to  proceed 
to  the  città,  rattling  a  box,  containing  a  few  coppers  and 
a  portrait  of  the  Madonna,  for  whose  chapel  he  went 
begging. 

"Ah  S  Madonna  mia,  fu  un  brutt'  affare!  ma  sia  fatt' 
a  volontà  di  Dio!"  he  concluded,  with  that  patience  and 
resignation,  "  which  beareth  ali  things,"  "  endureth  ali 
things,"  which  are  so  remarkable  in  the  Neapolitan. 
"  And  do  not  you  find  your  little  house  very  lonely  V* 
"Ah!  no,  it  is  very  pleasant  in  summer,  so  many 
Christiani  come  to  say  their  prayers  to  the  Madonna 
benedetta;  e  poi  guardate  che  bella  veduta!"  (doing 
the  honours  of  the  scenery  as  if  he  were  master  of  the 
domain.) 

"  True,  in  summer,  it  is  a  lovely  spot,  but  in  winterf 
"L'inverno?  ah  per  Bacco  è  tutt'  altro!"  He  showed 
us  his  tidy  house  adjoining  the  chapel,  and  we  climbed 
up  some  ruined  steps  leading  to  a  vine-covered  terrace 
formed  on  a  level  patch  of  the  rock,  whose  beetling  brows 
gave  me  such  a  sense  of  suffocation  and  impending  anni- 
hilation,  that  I  made  a  hasty  retreat. 

Returning  to  our  chairs,  our  new  friend  resumed  his 
former  employment  in  a  corner  of  the  terrace,  namely, 
making  cotton  wicks  for  the  little  lamps  used  at  illumi- 
nations  ;  seated  on  one  chair,  with  the  back  of  another 
in  front,  with  his  sound  arai,  his  poor  stump  and  his 
teeth,  he  contrived  to  twist  the  cotton,  and  cut  it  into 
the  proper  lengths,  in  as  handy  a  fashion  as  we  could 
have  done  with  both  hands.  One  or  two  old  worthies 
joined  him,  and  they  sat  in  the  cairn  summer  evening 
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enjoying  their  customary  chat,  and  puffing  villainous 
cigars  that  tainted  the  pure  thyme-scented  air. 

Some  one  perhaps  is  wondering  what  a  petarara  is, 
that  cari  inflict  so  much  injury  ì 

Dear  reader,  picture  to  yourself  hundreds  and  thou- 
sands  of  iron  cylinders,  varying  from  three  to  five  or 
six  in  chea  in  height,  and  proportionate  in  size,  placed  on 
the  ground  in  rows  or  cireles,  a  large  one  to  every  fifty 
or  hundred  small,  and  occasionally  three  or  four  large, 
marking  one  or  two  hundred  of  the  small  :  then  at  the 
tail  of  this  fiery  serpent,  imagine  a  dozen  or  more  large 
petarare — positive,  comparative,  and  finally  superlative 
in  size. 

Imagine  sawdust  laid  between  and  over  these  cylin- 
ders — imagine  each  filled  with  gunpowder,  rammed  down 
hard  and  tight — imagine  our  poor  acquaintance  with 
bared  arm  (so  soon  to  cease  to  be  part  of  his  poor  maimed 
body),  standing  at  the  head  of  the  fiery  serpent,  with  a 
lighted  stick  about  a  yard  in  length,  in  readiness  to  fire 
the  first — near  him,  but  at  a  respectable  distance,  stands 
another  man  with  a  bundle  of  these  sticks,  to  replace 
those  he  consumes.  Picture  to  yourself  an  approaching 
procession,  with  bands  of  music  and  white  robed  priests, 
children  dressed  acccording  to  Neapolitan  ideas  of  angelic 
attire,  incense  bearers,  banners  and  crucifixes  borne 
solemnly  along,  with  large  waxen  candles  held  aloft — 
then  behold,  another  band  of  delicious  music,  followed 
by  a  large  gilt  frame  strewn  with  flowers  and  sugar- 
plums,  lighted  with  candles,  and  supported  on  men's 
shoulders  :  see  a  fair  female  figure  with  flowing  ringlets — 
the  "capillo  flavo" — with  blue  satin,  gold  spangled  robe 
and  cloak,  gold  crown  and  jewelled  neck  ;  in  one  hand 
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she  holds  an  embroidered  handkerchief,  in  the  other  a 
child,  crowned  like  the  Regina  Cceli,*  with  gold. 

"  They  lavish  gold  out  of  the  bag,  and  weigh  silver 
in  the  balance,  and  hire  a  goldsmith  ;  and  he  maketh 
it  a  god:  they  fall  down,  yea,  they  worship.  They 
bear  hira  upon  the  shoulder,  they  earry  him,  and  set 
him  in  his  place,  and  he  standeth  ;  from  his  place  shall 
he  not  remoye  :  yea,  one  shall  cry  unto  him,  yet  can  he 
not  answer,  nor  save  him  out  of  his  trouble."f 

It  is  the  Madonna  Immacolata  ;  she  "Must  needs  be 
borne,  because  she  cannot  go."  "  Blue  and  purple  is  ber 
clothing      she  is  "  the  work  of  cunning  men.";j; 

She  is  set  in  her  place  fronting  the  petarare  ;  our  poor 
friend  crouches  low,  almost  to  the  ground,  as  he  applies 
the  match  in  quick  succession  to  each  :  he  reaches  a 
large  one — there  is  a  pause — then  a  fearful  report,  a 
scream,  a  rush,  and  the  wretched  man  lies  mangled  and 
senseless — armless — before  the  Queen  of  Heaven,  who 
cannot  "  save  him  out  of  his  trouble  !" 
-  Hundreds  of  ducats,  which  might  be  given  to  the 
starving  poor,  are  annually  expended  by  the  rich  on 
these  guns,  and  many  are  the  casualties  that  occur  in 
letting  them  off.  But  who  cares  ì — the  cause  is  a 
pious  one  ! 

Such  is  religion  in  the  two  Sicilies  :  "  Romanism  built 
on  Paganism,"  as  an  English  clergyman  of  our  church 
termed  it  with  justice.  I  should  think,  except  in  Spain, 
such  dark  superstition  and  bigotry,  such  blind  idolatry, 

*  Jeremiah,  vii.,  18. 

f  Isaiah,  xlvi.,  6,  7  ;  see  also  Isaiah,  xliv.,  9  ;  Jeremiah,  x.,  3. 
X  Jeremiah,  x.,  5 — 9. 
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can  nowhere  exist  in  Christian  Europe,  in  the  nineteenth 
century. 

The  very  poor  ainong  the  women  and  girls  cover  their 
heads  with  a  square  white  kerchief.  or  shawl,  on  entering 
a  chapel,  while  the  better  classes  wear  a  black  lace 
niantilla.  We  noticed  a  highly  respectable  looking 
woman,  of  the  latter  rank,  descending  the  rotigli  patii 
to  the  rural  ediiice,  carrying  her  shoes,  and  repeating 
prayers  aloud,  as  she  thus  performed  some  penance  or 
vow.  A  man  and  woman  accompanied  her  :  they 
attracted  no  attention,  such  an  event  being  too  much  a 
matter  of  course,  and  of  too  frequent  occurrence. 

We  also  watched  a  yonng  girl  of  about  twelve  years, 
climbing  the  sides  of  the  ravine,  by  a  narro w  patii,  and 
bending  under  a  ponderous  load  of  coarse  gray  paper. 
She  rested  it  on  the  low  parapet  wall  of  the  terrace,  and 
gave  us  a  laughing  recognition  ;  some  boys  accompanied 
her,  who  said  they  belonged  to  the  Cartaro,  or  paper- 
mill  in  the  valley,  and  were  sons  of  the  proprietor. 
Several  times  a  day  they  had  to  ascend  and  descend  the 
break-neck  path,  carrying  prò  visiona  to  the  workmen, 
and  removing  loads  of  paper  on  their  heads,  besides 
hearing  away  nightly  ali  the  copper  articles  they  could, 
owing  to  the  frequent  robberies  from  which  they  suflered. 
The  poor  boys  looked  stunted  and  sickly,  but  the  girl 
had  a  happy,  rosy  face,  and  seemed  ovèrflowing  with 
merriment.  They  only  made  very  coarse  paper,  with 
the  roughest  machinery,  heavy  wooden  mailets  beating 
the  cotton  rags  (Neapolitan  paper  is  not  made  from 
linen)  to  a  pulp,  in  which  the  moulds  are  dipped  fbr 
every  separate  sheet. 

And  now  we  saw  the  Custode  enter  the  Chapel.  and 
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set  a  wheel,  surrounded  with  little  bells,  which  hung 
over  tlie  aitar,  in  motion,  and  a  prodigious  jingling  was 
the  result  :  this  denoted  the  close  of  the  time  allotted 
for  prayers,  even  as  it  had  before  announced  its  com- 
mencement.  The  good  people  issued  forth  thereupon, 
and  bowed  to  us,  or  wished  us  a  friendly  "buona  sera" 
on  passing. 

Giving  our  friend  a  trifling  gratuity,  we  arose  and 
followed-  the  rest,  wending  our  steps  slowly  homewards, 
while 

"  calmly  gliding  through  the  dark-blue  sky, 
The  moon  ascends  !    Her  placid  beams 
Through  thinly-scatter'd  leaves  and  boughs  grotesque, 
Mottle  with  mazy  shades  the  orchard  slope  ; 
Here,  o'er  the  chesnuts  fretted  foliage  gray 
And  massy,  motionless  they  spread  ;  here  shine 
Upon  the  crags,  deepening  with  blacker  night 
Their  chasms  ;  and  there  the  glittering  argentry 
Ripples  and  glances  on  the  confluent  streams. 
A  lovelier,  purer,  light  than  that  of  day 
Rests  on  the  hills." 

"  And  the  stars, 
Which  in  that  brightest  moonlight  well-nigh  quench'd, 
Scarce  visible,  as  in  the  utmost  depth 
Of  yonder  sapphire  infinite,  are  seen, 
Draw  on  with  elevatmg  influence 
Toward  eternity  the  attemper'd  mind." 

Roderick. — Canto  xv. 
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OHAPTER  XXV. 

Cheerily  sounded  the  horses-  bells,  as  leaving  our  green 
lane  for  the  high  road,  the  carriage  rolled  quickly  along. 
The  train  had  arrived  at  Nocera  from  Naples,  and  had 
emptied  its  heterogeneous  contents  into  numerous  country 
vehicles,  which,  crammed  to  overflowing  within,  and  with 
numbers  clinging  to  the  outside,  dashed  madly  past  us  ; 
bells  ringing,  whips  cracking,  and  voices  screaming  the 
monotonous  chant  or  howl  peculiar  to  the  peoples  of 
the  southern  coasts  of  the  Mediterranean.  Strange, 
that  in  a  country  like  Naples,  the  true  land  of  song, 
where  every  servant  can  twang  a  guitar  and  sing 
pleasingly — strange,  I  say,  that  the  peasants  never  go 
beyond  this  melancholy  chant,  screaming  it  at  the  top  of 
their  voices,  with  lusty  lungs,  at  tinies  in  a  solo,  at 
others  in  full  chorus. 

There  were  calessi  carrying  fifteen  or  more  human 
beings,  the  highest  bidders  being  elevated  to  the  seat, 
the  others  contenting  themselves  with  the  shafts,  the 
flooring,  or  the  bar  behind,  while  the  children  and  live 
stock  were  bundled  together,  sans  cérémonie,  into  the 
netting  underneath.    Then,  more  slowly,  followed  two 
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heavy  diligences,  drawn  eacli  by  five  horses,  and  also 
completely  full.  Ali  exchanged  merry  greetings  and 
nods  of  recognition  with  our  driver,  who  rather  held  up 
his  head  above  the  rest,  from  owning  a  new  britska,  the 
glass-coach  of  Cava. 

The  Valley  of  La  Cava — here  a  narrow  ravine — was 
on  our  left  hand,  the  cliff  on  our  right  ;  but  crossing  the 
handsome  stone  bridge  of  Molino,  over  the  village  of  the 
same  naroe,  where  the  Valley  of  Bunea  unites  with  the 
former  one,  we  had  the  ravine  on  our  right  hand,  and 
great,  bare  Monte  St.  Liberatore,  towering  over  our 
heads,  on  the  left.  Molino  is  a  pretty  little  paese,  con- 
taining  about  six  or  seven  hundred  inhabitants,  and 
resorted  to  by  dyers,  in  such  numbers,  that  every  other 
man  and  woman  has  a  blue  face,  and  hands  of  the  same 
eolour.  The  little  stream,  Bunea,  before  alluded  to,  is 
the  attraction,  and  surround*  the  neat  chapel  on  three 
sides,  giving  it  a  miniature  Venice  look,  from  the  many 
little  bridges  it  necessitates. 

We  reach  the  entrance  of  Vietri,  and  turn  to  the 
right  ;  cross  the  new  bridge,  and  speedily  leave  the 
bustle  and  dust  behind,  as  we  roll  smoothly  along  the 
beautiful  Costiera.  Here  we  encounter  few  vehicles 
but  the  private  earriages  of  the  Vietri  people,  taking 
their  evening  drive,  The  breeze  is  fresh  and  pure, 
blowing  down  the  many  gorges  and  rifts  in  the  wild 
mountains,  round  which  the  splendid  road  winds, 
carried  over  many  bridges  (which  unfortunately  offcen 
suffer  from  the  violence  of  the  winter  torrents),  and 
sweeping  into  the  ravines.  Close  to  Vietri  we  saw 
Raite,  approached  by  a  tolerable  patii,  and  inhabited  by 
fìshermen. 
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A  curious  adventure,  which  might  have  proved  far 
from  pleasant,  recently  happened  here  to  an  acquaintance 
of  ours,  residing  at  the  former  place.  He  has  a  country 
house  at  Raite,  where  he  is  in  the  habit  of  sleeping, 
spending  the  day  at  Vietri,  according  to  Neapolitan 
sanitary  ideas  respecting  change  of  air.  He  was  re- 
turning  to  town  early  one  morning,  when  his  carriage 
was  stopped  by  several  armed  men,  who  threatened  him 
with  instant  annihilation  if  he  refused  to  be  ransomed. 
Aware  of  a  large  sum  of  money  having  been  recently 
paid  into  his  house  (he  being  a  thriving  merchant),  they 
demanded  an  exorbitant  price  for  his  liberation — de- 
taining  the  poor  Neapolitan,  his  carriage  and  horses, 
while  they  ordered  him  to  send  his  coachman  to  the 
house  (accompanied  by  one  of  the  band)  to  ask  for  the 
money  in  his  master's  name.  Having  been  long  in  the 
service  of  the  family,  this  would  occasion  no  surprise  ; 
but  if  the  man  gave  the  slightest  alarm,  his  death  would 
be  the  penalty.  The  trembling  domestic  departed  with 
his  attendant,  did  as  he  was  bid,  and  returned  with  the 
money  to  free  his  master,  nor  have  I  heard  of  justice 
overtaking  the  delinquente. 

Far  above  Raite,  at  the  head  of  the  ravine,  we  caught 
sight  of  Arbore,  a  village  of  bricklayers,  but  how  they 
get  there,  or  leave  it  again,  I  do  not  pretend  to  say  ;  m 
direi  bugìa,  as  a  Neapolitan  would  answer,  when  unable 
to  solve  a  question. 

The  road  next  passed  Citara,  on  a  level  with  the 
terraced  house  tops,  covered  some  of  them  with  vines, 
beneath  which  the  women  sat  working,  and  looking  at 
the  passers-by.  The  houses  were  most  of  them  only  one 
story  high,  but  stili  the  village  possessed  a  large  church 
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and  a  monastery,  with  one  tolerable  Street,  and  had  a 
sheltered  cove  and  sandy  beach,  which  rendered  it  of 
inestimable  vaine  to  fishermen. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  town,  the  Dogana  was  erected 
on  the  foundations  of  one  of  the  old  towers,  so  numerous 
on  this  coast,  some  being  quite  deserted,  and  others  in 
get-at-able  situations  being  turned  to  account.  Once 
upon  a  time  they.were  look-out  places  to  guard  against 
sudden  landings  on  the  part  of  the  Saracens  ;  on  the 
first  alarm,  beacons  (always  in  readiness)  were  lit,  and 
the  news  thus  conveyed  from  one  to  another,  the  country 
was  enabled  to  provide  a  suitable  reception  for  its 
visitors. 

Looking  at  these  mementoes  of  the  past,  it  is  sad  to 
refìect  on  the  changes  and  troubles  this  unhappy  country 
has  undergone  from  time  immemorial,  and  who  can  see 
a  brighter  future  for  it  even  now  ì 

Oitara  became  a  famous  nest  for  the  Saracens  in  the 
days  of  Guaimario,  Prince  of  Salerno,  A.D.  879,  and 
was  inhabited  by  a  most  lawless  set  of  people,  as  lately 
as  the  beginning  of  the  present  century.  Tt  was  then 
a  stronghold  of  pirates,  and  a  guard  of  soldiers  is  stili 
stationed  there  ;  but  now,  however,  they  are  a  quieter 
race,  though  their  neighbours  stili  shake  their  heads 
significantly,  on  being  questioned  about  them.  Citara 
was  the  ancient  boundary  of  the  territory  and  republic 
of  Amalfi,  and  is  four  miles  distant  from  Vietri. 

We  looked  down  upon  Erchia,  on  the  seashore,  lying 
in  a  sheltered  nook:  it  is  but  a  collection  of  fishermen 's 
huts,  first  cousins  to  those  of  Citara,  in  point  of  cha- 
racter,  being  ali  more  or  less  smugglers.  The  name  is 
a  corruption  of  Ercole,  a  fine  tempie  dedicated  to  Her- 
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cules  having  been  erected  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  we 
saw  some  old  foundations,  which  we  conjectured  might 
be  its  remains.  The  ruined  Camaldolese  Monastery  is 
on  a  neighbouring  height.  The  conieal  Mount  Erfia 
towered  above  the  clifFs  here,  and  near  it  we  saw  the 
telegraph,  which  connects  the  one  at  Cava  with  that  of 
Naples  on  St.  Elmo. 

From  Vietri,  the  beautiful  Costiera  winding  "along  a 
coast  of  beauty,  bordered  by  a  sea  of  lovelmessJ'',  gradu- 
ally  descends  to  Citara  ;  but  thence  it  rises  again,  both 
the  ascent  and  descent  being  so  graduai,  as  to  be  hardly 
perceptible,  though  the  height  attained  aboye  the  sea 
near  Capo  d'  Orso  is  immense. 

There  was  but  scant  cultivation  after  leaving  Citara, 
even  the  vineyards  (which  are  usually  hardy  enough) 
disappeared,  and  gave  place  to  olive  trees,  which  are 
largely  cultivated  on  this  coast.  ^Tis  a  melancholy 
looking  tree,  with  its  rugged  stem  and  its  dingy  green 
leaves,  "but-  as  the  wind  comes  along  the  valley,  and 
tosses  up  the  branches,  how  silvery  and  bright  does  the- 
under  side  appear  !"* 

A  friend  who  had  travelled  through  Palestine,  de- 
scribed  the  scenery  in  some  parts  as  closely  resembling 
this,  so  wild  and  precipitous,  with  su  eh  bare  rocks  and 
perpendicular  peaks. 

Travellers  should  not  content  themselves  with  merely 
traversing  this  road  to  Amalfi,  but  should  make  a  point 
likewise  of  going  thither,  or  returning  by  sea,  in  order 
to  appreciate  the  beauty  of  the  coast,  with  the  road  now 
appearing,  now  vanishing,  high  among  the  clifFs. 

On  attaining  the  highest  point  over  Capo  d'  Orso,  and 
*  "  The  Land  of  Promise,"  by  H.  Bonar,  D.D. 
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emerging  from  between  some  bare,  needle-shaped  crags, 
a  glorious  view  broke  on  our  sight,  the  rich  cultivation 
everywhere  visible  contrasting  most  forcibly  with  what 
we  had  left  behind, 

This  was  what  we  had  come  to  see  !  the  precipitous 
rocks  gave  place  to  green  hills,  covered  with  hanging 
gardens,  planted  with  vines  and  orange  trees — the  caini 
waters  formed  a  beautiful  bay,  washing  the  shores  of 
picturesque  villages  and  thriving  farms. 

To  our  right  lay  Majori,  rich  in  cultivation  and  ter- 
raced  gardens — further  on,  Minori  :  these  two  villages 
being  formerly  respectively  Rh'eginna  Major,  and  Rhe- 
ginna  Minor,  but  this  name  was  lost  under  the  Sweve 
domination  in  1197,  and  the  last  words  are  now  simply 
retained. 

Fronting  us,  we  beheld  Atrani,  with  a  large  ruined 
tower,  and  a  church  ornamented  by  a  turret,  high  out  of 
ali  proportion — and  far  above  it,  almost  lost  amid  the 
orange  trees,  Ravello,  the  ancient,  the  deserted,  with  its 
frescoed  and  marbled  palaces  now  faìling  to  decay,  and 
its  cathedral,  once  rich  in  pictures  and  mosaics,  and 
costly  marbles,  now  almost  a  ruin  from  neglect  and 
damp. 

"  Già  più  non  serba  di  quel  eh  'era  un'  ombra  !" 

"  Those  da}^s  are  gone — but  beauty  stili  is  here. 
States  fall,  arts  fade — but  nature  doth  not  die." 

Atrani  hid  Amalfi  from  our  view,  but  we  could  just 
see  the  Oalvary  of  the  Capuchin  Monastery,  and  beyond, 
the  Cape  of  Conca — le  Isole  di  Gallo,  or  Isole  Sirenuse 
(the  Syrens)  and  Capri,  blue  as  the  sky  above,  as  the 
waters  beneath  ! 
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"  We  gaze  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where? 
Dazzled  and  drnnk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 
Keels  with  its  fulness." 

Who  does  not  know  the  wondering  admiration,  the 
strange,  silent  joy  with  which  the  eye  encounters  sud- 
denly  a  glorious  view  ?  Who  has  not  marvelled  at  sudi 
a  thing  of  beauty  being  made  for  man3  who  "  is  like  to 
vanity,  and  his  days  as  a  shadow  that  passeth  away"  ? 
Who — yea,  even  among  the  most  cold-hearted — can 
contemplate  such  beauties  unmoved  by  the  reflection  of 
God's  goodness  and  man's  utter  unworthiness  l 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Dr.  J ohnson's  idea  of  perfect  happiness  was  to  drive  in 
a  post-chaise,  and  therefore  I  have  liim  to  back  my 
opinion,  when  I  say  that  there  are  few  sensations  plea- 
santer  than  that  of  being  driven  rapidly  over  a  country 
road,  with  three  horses  abreast,  and  the  bells  ornament» 
ing  their  heads  ringing  cheerily  in  the  stili  evening  air. 
It  is  the  next  pleasant  thing  to  a  gallop  on  horseback, 
and  is  as  nnlike  the  stately  comfort  of  a  private  carriage, 
exquisitely  poised  on  patent  springs,  and  drawn  by 
thoroughbred  horses,  with  portly  coachman  and  liveried 
servants,  as  a  West-end  banquet  at  9  P.M.  is  the  very 
opposite  in  enjoyment  to  a  light-hearted  pic-nic  in  the 
woods  ! 

There  is  a  wonderful  charm  in  those  bells  !  While 
under  their  influence,  I  care  little  for  conversation, 
indeed,  would  rather  dispense  with  it,  but  leaning  back 
and  listening"  to  their  regular  sound,  I  like  to  recali  the 
various  scenes  and  circumstances  under  which  I  have 
heard  them  before,  till  I 

"  seem  to  live  again 
In  the  shadows  of  the  past  ," 
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They  remind  me  of  a  pic-nic  at  Pompei! — not  in  the 
broad  giare  of  a  noonday  suri,  wlien  those  awful  remains 
lie  exposed  to  view  in  ali  their  nakedness  and  desolation, 
but  in  evening  time — wlien  we  wandered  through  the 
deserted  streets,  and  the  shadows  lengthened,  and  the 
little  houses  looked  darker,  and  the  tiny  chambers  smaller, 
while  the  strains  of  a  beautiful  band  enlivened  the  soli- 
tude,  and  light  laughter  and  happy  voices  rang  through 
those  dreary  walls. 

And  the  darkness  deepened,  the  moon  rose  and  looked 
down  wonderingly  on  su  eh  unseemly  revel,  as  we  danced 
in  the  old  baths  till  midnight,  while  the  officials  gathered 
round  to  look  on  at  such  invasion  of  their  domain,  and 
marvel  at  the  stranie  freaks  of  forekmers.  Then  we 
walked  through  the  desolate  city,  which  looked  mys- 
terious  and  black  at  that  solemn  hour,  and  we  hushed 
our  light  tones  as  we  passed  through  dark  shadows,  and 
recoverecl  our  voices,  though  whisperingly,  as  we  re- 
entered  the  moonlight  ;  but  the  clouds  drifted  quickly 
across  the  sky,  and  the  pale  beauty  sometimes  hid  her- 
self  behind  them,  and  at  others  disclosed  ali  her  silvery 
brightness,  as  if  she  were  uncertain  whether  to  counte- 
nance  our  doings  or  not  !  Then  we  reached  the  old 
gates,  and  re-entered  our  carriages,  and  the  horses 
started,  their  belìs  ringing 

"  solemnly,  mournfully," 

in  the  stili  night,  like  a  dirge  o'er  the  "  city  of  the  dead," 
and  those  hearts,  then  throbbing  with  life  and  youth, 
which,  ere  a  few  short  months  were  over,  should 

"  bear  ITope's  tender  blossoms 
Into  the  Silent  Land  !" 
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Agalli  I  recollect  a  drive  in  the  dark  night,  when  the 
foelìs  sounded  merrily,  and  torches  threw  a  red  giare 
around  a  small  space,  and  the  sparks  flew  by,  and  the 
wind  was  cold  !  But  who  cared  for  its  searching  blast 
and  whistle  through  the  blackened  trees  on  the  inoun- 
tain's  side? 

Look  ahead  !  Ha,  ha  !  away  with  your  puny  torches, 
nature  ìaughs  at  snch  feeble  counterfeits  ;  see  what  a 
grand  illumination  she  can  light  up  !  À  cascade  of  fire, 
in  good  sooth.  Slowly,  but  surely,  it  nears  us  ;  watch  how 
the  masses  rolì  over  each  other,  and  gleefully  crackle 
and  sparkle,  as  they  lick  up  the  corn  and  the  fruit  trees, 
while  the  light  spreads  aloft  to  the  heavens,  and  the  cold 
wind  is  warmed  by  the  blaze  ! 

Hark  to  that  sound  !  as  if  the  Titans  were  shovelling 
their  coals  over  and  over,  and  stirring  their  fire  to  warm 
themselves  this  cold,  windy  night  !  On  rolls  the  broad, 
fiery  river,  the  boulders  tumble  over  each  other,  red- 
hot,  and  the  ground  grows  heated,  and  the  blast  is 
stiflìng  5  come  away,  come  away.  See  that  house,  with 
its  fair  lawn  and  blooming  parterre — ha,  ha!  nature 
Ìaughs  as  she  thin|s  what  a  gay  bonfire  they  will  make 
—and  look  at  that  little  cottage,  with  its  small  vineyard 
and  tiny  garden  ;  yes,  it  will  speedily  add  its  mite — 
no  need  of  torches  now — come  away,  the  earth  is  crack- 
ing beneath  our  steps  ! 

But  stay,  a  figure  comes  hastily  forth  from  the  cot- 
tage !  Àh,  what  a  cry  of  despair,  as  it  sees  the  advanc- 
ing  stream!  cottage  and  vineyard,  both  are  doomed; 
9tis  his  ali — Ms  ali  !  He  throws  up  his  arms  to  the  red 
heavens,  and  cries  aloud  in  his  woe,  for  his  heart  is 
tbroken — but  the  cry  is  heard,  and  his  spirit  is  taken 
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away,  while  the  brighi  river  circles  the  cottage,  and 
sucks  up  the  vineyard,  and  covers  the  body  in  a  redhot 
grave.* 

Again  the  torches  are  lighted,  and  we  roll  forth  into 
the  dark  night,  while  the  horses'  bells  ring  drearily — 
drearily  ! 

We  had  a  beautiful  drive  this  evening,  a  long  drive 
of  twenty  miles,  which  we  accomplished  quietly  in  three 
hours  and  a  quarter.  The  air  was  pleasant,  and  cooler 
than  usuai,  and  clouds  betokened  a  change  in  the 
weather,  for  they  clustered  around  the  mountain  tops, 
and  cut  some  of  the  highest  in  two,  driving  through  the 
valley  in  the  most  uncouth  shapes,  like  antediluvian 
fowls  of  the  air,  wheeling  aloft,  ready  to  pounce  on  their 
prey. 

After  passing  Vietri,  we  alighted,  and  walked  through 
the  Villa  St.  Angiolo,  a  public  promenade,  which  over- 
looks  the  high  road,  and  is  nothing  more  than  a  straight 
avenue,  with  the  rock  on  one  side,  and  the  lovely  view 
on  the  other. 

At  Salerno  we  were  amused  by  the  various  costumes 
we  met,  so  many  peasants  from  the  interior  being  seen 
there,  while  of  late  years  it  is  a  rare  thing  to  fìnd  such 
strangers  at  Naples.  Crowds  used  to  flock  to  the  capital 
for  the  annual  fète  of  the  Pie  di  Grotta,  when  every 
variety  of  fancy  national  dress  used  to  charm  a  lover  of 
the  picturesque,  but  since  the  black-balled  year,  1848, 
these  poor  people  have  been  deprived  of  their  holiday, 
and  ordered-  to  stay  at  home.    The  misery  consequent 

*  During  the  late  eruption  of  Vesuvius,  a  peasant  died  suddenly 
of  a  broken  heart,  at  sight  of  the  destruction  of  his  little  property. 
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on  the  dìsease  in  the  grapes  has  also  forced  many  to  sell 
their  best  gowns,  rich  in  gold  lace  and  fringe,  which  are 
handed  down  to  them  from  their  grandmothers,  as  their 
dot.  This  is  a  sad  trial  to  the  poor  creatures,  and  is 
another  reason  why  they  are  not  seen,  as  they  will  not 
appear  on  a  public  occasion  except  in  gala  attire.  Their 
gold  chains  and  ear-rings  are  likewise  a  part  of  their  dot, 
and  they  are  very  particular  in  never  wearing  other  than 
the  pure  ore. 

You  will  wonder  how  they  can  afford  to  buy  such  things. 

It  is  their  mode  of  investing  savings,  and  when  trouble 
coraes  on  their  ornaments  are  pawned,  either  to  their 
more  prosperous  neighbours,  to  their  creditors,  or  to 
the  government  establishments,  called  Monti  di  Pietà. 
Then,  again,  ali  wet-nurses  stipulate  for  a  fine  dress  of 
satin  or  silk  gallonata  with  gold,  while  they  expect 
presents  at  certain  eras,  such  as  the  child  cutting  its 
first  tooth,  walking  alone,  &c,  Christmas,  Easter,  and 
namedays,  and  as  they  usually  remain  a  couple  of  years 
in  a  family,  and  even  take  two  or  three  following  chil- 
dren,  their  possessions  increase  sensibly.  Even  after 
quitting  the  family,  they  stili  expect  annual  presents,  so 
that  foreigners  who  do  not  relish  such  customs,  look 
upon  a  Neapolitan  baglia  as  a  serious  misfortune,  when 
compelled  to  engagé  one. 

They  are  an  idle,  gossipping  set,  who  meet  daily  in  the 
Villa  Reale,  there  to  criticise  their  mistresses,  and 
grumble  because  one  may  have  a  ribbon  more  than 
another,  while  their  luckless  charges  are  dragged  about 
in  leading  strings,  with  bandy  legs  and  pale  faces,  a 
miserable,  sickly  race.  One  almost  longs  to  treat 
Neapolitan  babies  to  a  cold  bath,  as  one  does  a  litter  of 
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— noi  kittens,  they  are  so  pretty,  but — puppies,  which 
are  just  as  awkward  and  unsightly.  Fancy  these  poor 
little  mummies  rolled  up  in  swaddling  clothes,  covered 
by  a  long  elear  muslin  robe,  and  carried  bolt  upright, 
with  their  faces  turned  away  from  the  nurse  :  tlien  when 
beginning  to  walk,  ali  their  weight  hangs  on  the  leading 
strings  (as  the  fine  baglia  likes  not  the  trouble  of 
stooping),  and  thus  young'  Naples  grows  up  with  limbs 
strongly  incHning  to  bow  ! 

On  emerging  from  Salerno,  we  turned  up  a  road  to 
the  left,  shaded  by  trees,  where  we  passed  the  Cemetery 
ou  our  right,  which  looked  dreary  and  unplanted.  We 
soon  reached  several  mills,  potteries,  and  other  factories, 
chiefly  carried  on  by  foreigners,  who  employ  the  sur- 
rounding  peasantry,  though,  the  demand  for  work  far 
exceeds  the  supplj.  In  this  neighbourhood,  and  ali  the 
Valley  of  St.  Severino,  the  misery  and  sickness  are  very 
great  ;  malaria  constantly  prevails  near  tho  plain,  and 
those  unfortunates,  whose  lot  is  cast  there,  are  a  prey 
ere  long  to  death.  This  is  al&o  the  vine  quarter,  and  for 
some  years  there  have  been  no  grapes,  from  which  large 
and  small  landowners  suffer  alike,  for  each  must  stili  pay 
his  share  of  the  land-tax,  which  is  heavy  as  ever,  though 
nothing  comes  in  wherewith  to  satisfy  it:  hence  rum 
ensues  to  many  ! 

The  introduction  of  machinery  in  the  factories  has 
lessened  the  number  of  hands  engaged;  and  this,  as  I 
have  previously  mentioned,  occasions  misery  in  many  a 
humble  home.  Home,  did  I  say  l  Ah  !  what  a  name 
to  give  four  walls,  blackened  by  the  smoke  of  weeds,  the 
only  fuel  ;  with  perhaps  a  little  Straw  to  lie  on,  in  a 
corner,  perchance  only  the  earthen  floor  ;  children,  ali 
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but  naked,  feeding  on  cabbage  stumps  or  raw  onions  ; 
mothers,  with  sucking  infants,  and  hardly  a  scanty 
covering  for  midwinter  ! 

No  wonder  they  beg,  and  claw  hold  of  you  for  bread, 
and  crave  a  garment  almost  as  if  they  threatened  ! 

"  God  help  the  poor,  who  in  Ione  valleys  dwell, 
Or  by  the  hills  where  whin  and  heather  grow. 
Theirs  is  a  story  sad  indeed  to  teli  ; 
Yet  little  cares  the  world,  and  less  't  would  know 
About  the  toil  and  want  they  undergo. 
The  wearying  loom  must  have  them  up  at  mora; 
They  wake  till  worn-out  nature  will  have  sleep; 
They  taste,  but  are  not  fed.    The  snow  drifts  deep 
Around  the  fireless  cot,  and  blocks  the  door  ; 
The  night-storm  howls  a  dirge  across  the  moor. 
And  shall  they  perish  thus,  oppressed  and  Ione  ? 
Shall  toil  and  famine  hopeless  thus  be  borne  ì 
No,  God  will  yet  arise  and  help  the  poor  !  "  * 

The  scenery  now  increased  in  beauty  and  cultivation, 
a  pretty  stream  flowed  noisily  on  our  left,  winding  through 
fìelds  of  Indian  corn  and  waving  barley,  while  the  vines 
were  festooned  gracefully  overhead,  extending  for  miles. 
Green  hedges  skirted  the  road,  topped  by  fine  cherry 
trees,  bending  beneath  their  load  of  fruit  ;  and  occa- 
sionally  we  passed  a  portion  of  uncleared  wood,  when  the 
long  branches  spread  across  the  road,  to  the  perii  of  our 
heads.  We  saw  the  whereabouts  of  Penta,  though  it 
was  too  distant  to  discern  the  house  ;  and  as  the  moun- 
tains  again  closed  in,  it  was  lost  to  sight.    Hills  and 


*  Samuel  Bamford. 
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valle ys  succeeded  each  other,  now  ridi  in  fertili ty,  now 
ali  barrenness  and  rock  : 

"  The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd," 

with  villages  perched  among  their  peaks,  apparently 
inaccessible  ;  ruined  walls  and  turrets,  and  here  and 
tliere  the  remains  of  some  castle  ;  while  many  of  the 
highest  mountains  were  capped  with  black,  heavy  clouds, 
threatening  rain  ;  ali 

"  Mixed  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied  beauty  glow." 

At  one  part,  some  fine  old  chesnut  trees  arched  them- 
selves  over  our  heads,  forming  a  dark,  beautiful  avenue, 
with  a  vista  of  smiling  country  beyond.  We  drove 
through  the  village  of  Mater-Domini,  which  looked  very 
wretched  and  dirty,  but  antiquated  in  the  extreme.  It 
has  its  guardian  castle  perched  on  one  of  those  conical 
hills,  of  which  so  many  examples  are  seen  here,  and 
which  are  the  result  of  volcanic  agency.  They  have  a 
singular  appearance,  isolated  as  they  are  from  their 
rocky  companions. 

We  entered  the  Via  Nocerina,  not  far  from  the  latter 
town,  and  returned  slowly  home — our  fagged,  but  willing, 
horses  having  to  wind  up  with  a  tough  hill  ali  the  rest 
of  the  way  ;  the  evening  was  balmy  and  pleasant,  and 
the  bells  sounded  cheerfully  on  the  country  road,  adding 
one  more  to  the  several  happy  reminiscences  I  connect 
with  them. 
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CHAPTEB,  XXVII. 

When  en  route  to  see  our  friends  at  Casa  C  ri,  we 

met  Don  F  ,  who  announced  that  his  lady  had  the 

previous  night  presented  him  with  a  son.  We  offered 
our  congratulations,  as  in  duty  bound,  and  were  then 
pressed  to  visit  the  invalid  and  inspect  the  baby.  As 
there  was  no  refusing,  we  accompanied  him  to  the  house, 

and  were  immediately  ushered  into  Donna  A  's 

chamber. 

On  account  of  the  heat,  every  door  and  window  was 
open,  while  she  herself  sat  up  in  bed,  surrounded  by  a 
party  of  smartly-dressed  friends,  who  were  waiting  for 
the  priest's  arrivai  to  christen  the  iufant.  The  pillow- 
cases  and  coverlet  were  ornamented  with  lace  and  em« 
broidery,  her  own  attire  was  equally  smart,  and  the  un- 
ii appy  little  red  bit  of  humanity  was  itself  a  mass  of 
ribbons  and  finery  ;  while  a  clear  muslin  robe,  over  a 
coloured  glazed  cotton  petticoat,  concealed  the  swaddling 
bands.    Ali  the  guests  chattered  and  laughed,  in  which 

Donna  A  took  part,  evidently  gratified  at  having 

some  forastieri  to  show  off;  we  were  offered  sugar-plums 
and  cakes,  and  were  invited  to  remain  for  the  christening  ; 
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but  the  priest  was  so  long  coming,  owing  to  some  mistake 

(wliich  made  Don  F  excessively  indignant  at  being 

treated  so  unceremoniously),  that  we  pleaded  a  prior 
engagement,  and  took  our  leave. 

The  old  woman,  who  acted  as  nurse,  was  so  charmed  at 
my  admiring  the  precious  little  bundle  of  "life"  she 
held  in  her  arms,  that  she  patted  my  cheek  and  called 
me  a  bella  ragazza,  when  I  fairly  ran  out  of  the  house, 
in  mortai  fear  of  an  embrace  ! 

Certainly  they  have  the  bump  of  kissing  (if  there  is 
such  a  one  !)  strongly  developed  ;  and  it  is  by  no  means 
confined  to  the  female  sex,  as  men  likewise  embrace  each 
other  most  warmly.  I  remember  my  brother's  indig- 
nation  at  being  thus  saluted  in  the  Street  by  a  dark 
whiskerando  ;  while  a  gallant  naval  offieer  told  us,  with 
a  rueful  countenance,  how  he  had  been  similarly  served, 
when  paying  a  visit  to  a  Neapolitan,  whom  he  had  met 
but  once  before  !  As  Neapolitan  women  are  generally 
short,  I  try  to  make  myself  look  as  tali  and  unattainable 
as  I  can  ;  but  even  this  won't  always  succeed. 

Truly,  they  are  a  free  and  easy  people,  but  imperti- 
nence  is  far  from  their  thoughts,  and  they  look,  and 
really  are,  so  goodnatured,  that  it  is  impossible  to  be 
angry.  I  was  once  calling  at  a  house  at  Naples,  and 
while  waiting  in  the  porte  cochère,  for  the  servant  to 
appear,  the  girl,  who  acted  as  portress,  whom  I  had 
never  seen  before,  carne  up  to  me,  and  sans  with  your 
leave,  or  by  your  leave,  began  smoothing  my  hair,  which 
had  been  ruffled  by  the  wind,  and  tried  to  get  a  truant 
lock  into  order,  smiling  pleasantly  ali  the  time.  I 
accepted  the  deed  as  it  was  meant. 

The  peasants  here  frequently  run  after  us  to  arrange  a 
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shawl,  or  flounce,  which  they  see  disarranged  ;  but  the 
most  singular  thing  is  the  way  passengers  in  the  streets 
will  comment  on  your  attire,  and  if  stationary,  they  feel 
the  texture,  and  inquire  where  the  article  was  bought, 
the  price,  &c.  A  priest  actually  stopped  one  of  our 
party  in  the  Toledo,  to  inquire  the  price  of  a  shawl  she 
had  od,  and  the  name  of  the  shop  where  it  was  bought  ! 

Neapolitan  ladies  of  rank  think  of  little  beside  dress, 
and  scrutinize,  comment  on,  and  admife  whatever  one 
wears  ;  this  is  done  in  the  amiable  desire  to  give  plea- 
sure,  and  differs  from  English  habits,  in  as  much  as  our 
countrywomen  think  themselves  insulted  if,  in  a  spirit 
of  goodnature,  one  notices  their  attire  !  It  is  wonderful 
how  prim  and  affectedly  nice  we  are  in  England,  where 
nothing  can  be  done,  or  said,  but  according  to  the  rules 
of  etiquette,  while  the  same  precise  persons  start  for  a 
tour  abroad,  and  commit  the  most  flagrant  breaches  of 
good  manners  without  blushing  ! 

I  speak  not  so  much  of  West  End  travellers  :  London 
and  foreign  society  are  very  similar,  with  the  difference 
that  abroad  politeness  is  innate  with  the  lowest  peasant, 
whereas,  in  England,  it  is  the  result  of  education,  and  is 
usually  confined  to  a  class. 

At  Naples,  the  acts  of  John  Bull  have  often  made  me 
ashamed,  as  the  Neapolitans  would  inquire  if  such  deeds 
were  customary  in  England. 

I  know  of  a  pretty  woman,  a  baronet's  daughter,  who 
drank  beer  out  of  the  botile  at  the  door  of  a  public  caffè 
in  the  Villa  Reale  ! 

I  know  of  another  lady,  who  suffered  her  two  boys  to 
run  wild  in  the  streets  of  Naples,  levying  contributions 
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on  the  public,  and  hanging  about  St.  Carlo  on  opera 
nights,  to  beg  for  cigars  and  admission  to  the  pit  ! 

Two  other  countrjwomen  pitied  the  woes  of  a  young 
Sorrentine  monk  so  much  that  they  attired  him  as  their 
maid,  procured  a  passport  accordingly,  and  smuggled 
him  safe  to  Malta,  where  they  were  first  imprisoned  in 
the  Lazzaretto  ;  here  they  sent  for  an  English  elergyman 
to  teli  him  their  story,  and  seek  his  advice.  When  let 
out  of  durance,  the  monk  turned  layman,  Protestant,  and 
soldier,  and  out  of  gratitude  married  one  of  his  fair 
deliverers  ! 

I  have  seen  Englishwomen  at  the  balls  of  the  Beale 
Accademia  dressed  in  high  morning  gowns,  exciting  the 
remarks  of  Royalty  ;  and  Englishmen,  who  have  been 
detained  in  ante-rooms  at  court  balls  for  persisting  to 
appear  with  foraging  caps  and  boots,  contrary  to  express 
regulations  ! 

Often  has  John  Bull  marked  the  velvet  ottomans  set 
apart  for  Royalty  as  his  prey,  takìng  absolute  possession 
during  the  latter's  temporary  absence,  and  when  politely 
informing  him  thereof,  from  a  desire  to  spare  him  a  sum- 
mary  dismissal  by  a  chamberlain,  I  have  only  received 
black  looks  as  my  thanks. 

One  can  always  enter  into  conversation  with  a 
foreigner,  with  the  prospect  of  spending  a  pleasant  even- 
ing,  and  the  acquaintance  need  go  no  further  ;  but  if 
John  Bull  be  your  neighbour  at  a  concert,  or  soirée,  for 
a  whole  night,  woe  to  him  who  hazards  a  remark  without 
a  previous  introduction  ! 

And  then,  my  good  friend,  why  adopt  such  an  extra- 
ordinary  dress  for  your  travelling  gear?  What  wide- 
awakes   and  blouses.  what  ferocious  beards  !  (by  the 
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way,  this  is  an  insulairism  of  very  recent  adoption.) 
How  you  would  be  stared  at  in  Pali  Mail,  or  St.  J ames's 
Street,  were  you  to  appear  in  the  sanie  costume  which  is 
thought  quite  suitable  for  the  Ohiaja,  or  the  Villa  Reale  ! 
Why  is  this  ? 

Should  it  not  rather  be  "  once  a  gentleman,  always 
one  V* 

We  found  our  friends  at  home,  and  making  an  al  fresco 
saloon  of  the  threshing-ground,  we  settled  the  prelimi- 
naries  for  an  expedition  to  Amalfi,  which  should  take 
place  the  following  day,  wind  and  weather  permitting. 
We  debated  whether  to  go  by  land  or  by  sea;  but 
having  often  traversed  the  beautiful  Costiera,  and  our 
Vietri  acquaintances  having  kindly  promised  to  procure 
us  a  boat  when  required,  the  latter  seemed  the  best  pian 
to  follow. 

Not  knowing  how  to  pass  the  rest  of  the  eveniug,  one 
of  us,  who  had  remarked  preparations  for  a  festa  at  St. 
Arcangelo,  proposed  that  we  should  go  there,  which  was 
carried  nem.  con.,  and  we  started  directly,  "  per  la  posta 
de1  cani,"  Anglice,  on  foot. 

We  knew  very  little  of  the  way,  but  M.  M  kept 

up  our  hopes  and  spirits,  by  constantly  saying  "only 
fifteen  minutes  more,"  which  must  have  been  multiplied 
by  four  ere.we  arrived.  We  made  a  landmark  of  a  light 
before  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  erected  at  a  turning,  and 
though  it  was  dark  when  we  reached  the  scene  of  action, 
we  thought  ourselves  quite  safe  as  to  finding  our  way 
back  again.  But  in  this,  we  "  reckoned  without  our 
boat!" 

The  illuminations  proveci  very  shabby,  and  the  fire- 
works  were  not  to  be  let  off  till  much  later.    There  were 
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plenty  of  people,  noise,  singing,  &c,  but  when  they 
began  shooting  rockets  through  the  narrow  Street,  we  did 
not  feel  quite  comfortable,  and  therefore  started  home- 
wards. 

When  beyond  the  light  of  the  illuininations,  the  night 
proved  so  cloudy  that  the  darkness  could  alinost  be  felt, 
the  road  was  rough,  strewed  with  loose  stones,  and 
diversified  by  steps  and  other  difEculties,  so  that  we 
were  soon  brought  into  a  woful  plight  ! 

Sometimes  we  proceeded  two  and  two,  the  gentlemen 
tapping  before  them  with  their  sticks  like  blind  men  ;  at 
others,  we  tried  Indian  file,  and  while  thus  groping  our 
way,  the  leader  called  aloud  to  the  rear,  "an  animai 
coming  !  take  care!"  Something  brushed  by  ns  very 
quickly,  and  many  were  the  conjeetures  as  to  what  it  was, 
some  declaring  it  was  a  porker,  as  they  heard  it  squeal, 
others  being  equally  certain  it  was  the  whine  of  a  nobler 
animai. 

"  Well,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  there  is  no  use  standing 
in  the  middle  of  a  country  lane  in  the  dark  to  settle  such 
a  knotty  question,  let  us  first  find  the  lighthouse,  which 
is  to  show  us  our  way  home  !" 

"Ah!  and  how  is  that  to  be  done?"  answered  a 
ehorus  of  voìces. 

"And  this  is  called  taking  a  walk  for  pleasure  !" 
growled  that  arch-grumbler  E-  . 

"  To  be  sure  it  is  ;  the  novelty  of  our  situation  is 
quite  exciting." 

The  numerous  cross-roads,  with  Virgin  Mary's  lighted 
at  each,  fairly  puzzled  us,  we  found  ourselves  in  such  a 
labyrinth  of  turnings.  We  carne  upon  the  tobacco 
factory,  when  its  pungency  had  such  an  effect  on  our 
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olfactory  nerves,  as  to  produce  a  perfect  uproar  of  ster- 
nutation,  and  send  us  deeper  into  the  darkness,  to  escape 
such  an  infliction. 

At  length  we  found  ourselves  at  Casa  Mellone,  after 
innumerable  windings,  when  we  were  flattering  ourselves 
that  we  had  left  it  far  behind  ;  and  thence  we  took  the 
right  direction,  and  entered  Cava  at  last.  But  our 
troubles  were  by  no  means  ended,  as  we  had  stili  to 
encounter  the  lonely  roads  beyond  the  bridge,  where  we 
severally  received  buffets  in  the  face  from  flying  creatures, 
bats  most  likely.  These  disagreeable  things  frequently 
enter  the  house  at  night  ;  and  twice  we  have  been 
frightened  almost  out  of  our  wits,  by  a  loud  report  on 
the  piano,  setting  ali  the  strings  vibrating,  and  on 
seeking  for  the  cause,  have  discovered  each  time  a  young 
bat  lying  stunned  or  dead  on  the  instrument. 

People  say  that  bats  are  blind,  but  we  find  that  the 
only  way  we  can  get  them  out  of  the  rooms,  is  by 
placing  the  lamp  on  the  balcony,  when  they  are  attracted 
outside. 

It  was  nearly  ten  o'clock  when  we  reached  home, 
where  we  found  the  household  in  commotion  at  our 
unaccountable  absence. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

We  started  next  day,  at  seven  a.m.,  on  donkeys  for 
Vietri,  where  we  found,  through  the  kindness  of  our 
Vietri  friends,  a  good  four-oared  boat  awaiting  our 
arrivai  ;  it  possessed  the  comforts  of  an  awning  and  side 
curtains,  very  necessary  things  on  a  summer's  day,  and 
a  large  Neapolitan  flag  waved  gaily  to  the  breeze,  which 
slightly  rippled  the  clear  blue  waters  and  tempered  the 
heat  of  the  sun. 

We  were  delighted  with  the  bold  rocky  coast  from 
Raite  to  Majori  ;  after  which,  though  stili  precipitous, 
the  land  was  cultivated  in  every  possible  part  and  thickly 
dotted  with  houses,  many  of  them  erected  in  most 
dangerous  looking  spots. 

Ali  these  villages  present  a  promising  appearance  from 
the  sea,  as  the  houses  are  whitewashed  and  possess 
Venetian  blinds.  Some  of  the  Vietri  possidenti  are 
also  building  villas  along  the  Costiera,  which  look  pretty 
enough  on  the  coast.  It  was  curious  to  trace  the  wind- 
ings  of  the  road,  sometimes  descending  almost  to  the 
water's  edge,  and  at  others  only  glimpses  of  it  appearing 
among  the  mountain  rifts,  which  are  spanned  by  bridges. 
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The  raany  ruined  towers  were  very  picturesque,  and  the 
numero us  little  marine,  with  hard,  sandy  shores,  afford 
favourite  bathing  grounda  to  the  lovers  of  sea-water. 

We  passed  Capo  d'Orso,  so  called  from  the  thundering 
and  roarino;  which  the  sea  makes  around  and  in  its  sea- 
worn  holes  and  caverns,  likened  in  wintry  and  stormy 
weather  to  the  angry  growls  of  a  bear. 

Camera,  in  his  "  Istoria,"  states  that  this  part  of  the 
eoast  is  sadly  famous  for  shipwrecks  ;  but  on  our 
questioning  the  boatmen,  they  affirmed,  on  the  con- 
trary,  that  nothing  of  the  kind  had  ever  oceurred  to 
their  knowledge.  So  my  readers  may  choose  between 
these  two  authorities. 

A  celebrated  engagement  between  the  fleet  of  the 
Emperor  Charles  V.  and  the  French  galleys,  was  fought 
off  this  cape,  May  Ist,  1528,  when  the  latter,  headed  by 
Philip  Doria,  nephew  of  Andrew  Doria,  were  victorious. 
The  Emperor' s  galleys  were  commanded  by  Don  Hugo 
de  Moncada. 

Near  Capo  d'Orso  we  entered  the  Grotto  di  Pennone, 
or  Pennona,  which  was  large,  with  long  stalactites 
pendant  from  the  roof.  A  portion  of  it  was  a  beau- 
tiful green  ;  and  I  doubt  not,  if  the  entrance  had  been 
smaller,  like  that  of  the  Grotta  Azzurra,  at  Capri,  the 
effect  would  bave  been  equally  lovely.  At  the  back  of 
the  latter  island,  there  is  a  green  grotto,  though  I 
believe  few  people  are  aware  of  its  existence. 

Water  was  continually  dripping  from  the  roof,  fbrming 
in  time  those  curious  stalactites  ;  innumerable  swallows 
flew  about  us,  startled  at  our  invading  their  quarters, 
and  the  noise  they  made  was  prodigious.  The  boatmen 
hallooed,  and  produced  a  slight  echo  ;  but  from  some  of 
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the  rocks  we  had  previously  passed,  there  was  a  clear, 
distinct  echo  of  the  gentlemen's  voices,  as  from  some 
distant  friend  concealed  among  the  mountains. 

Rounding  Capo  d'Orso,  we  soon  beheld  Majori,  em- 
bosomed  in  gardens  which  stretched  far  up  the  beautiful 
valley  behind  it,  the  verdant  hills  rising  beyond  and 
closing  the  view.  A  good  road  is  made  through  this 
ravine  to  Nocera. 

Vines,  and  orange  trees,  and  sad-looking  olives,  were 
everywhere  thickly  planted  ;  the  lovely  caper  plant  aiso 
fi  ourishes  on  the  Costiera,  and  is~  one  of  the  most  delicate 
flowers  I  know  of,  with  its  white  and  lilac  blossoms,  but 
it  will  not  bear  plucking  for  a  bouquet.  Some  one — I 
think  the  Rev.  David  Badham,  M.D.,  in  his  "  Ancient 
and  Modem  Fish  Tattle  " — derives  the  appellati  on  of 
the  island  of  Capri,  from  this  plant,  which  grows  there 
also,  but  I  should  say  the  goats  have  it.  At  Capri  the 
olive  tree  is  regarded  with  especial  veneration,  as  sacred 
to  the  Virgin,  from  some  legend  connecting  it  with  the 
"  Flight  into  Egypt,"  when  the  Holy  Family  rested 
during  the  noonday  heat  beneath  its  shade. 

Rounding  the  small  point  on  which  Atrani  is  built, 
guarded  by  rather  a  large  Moorish  tower,  Amalfi  broke 
most  unexpectedly  on  our  view,  quite  secluded  in  its 
pretty  little  bay,  with  the  Valley  of  the  Mills  stretching 
away  in  the  rear.  But  I  confess  my  first  sensation  was 
that  of  disappointment  ! 

I  had  been  so  accustomed  to  hear  everybody  rave 
about  the  beauty  of  Amalfi  and  its  picturesque  situation, 
and  my  active  imagination  had  worked  up  such  an  odd 
miscuglio,  in  which  were  blended  the  beauties  of  nature 
and  the  glories  of  the  ancient  republic,  preservino'  its 
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independence  long  after  the  neighbouring  states  were 
humbled  before  their  conquerors,  and  torn  by  civil  and 
foreign  wars;  Justinian's  Pandects,  the  foundation  of 
modera  laws  ;  and  Flavio  Gioja's  compass  (the  latter 
inseparable  from  the  stupendous  navies  of  the  present 
day  !)  ;  the  institution  of  the  celebrated  Knights  of 
Malta,  by  some  pious  pilgrims  to  Jerusalem,  natives  of 
Ra  vello,  which  then  forni  ed  a  portion  of  the  Republic — 
I  say,  my  imagination  had  so  inextricably  connected  ali 
these  several  marvels  of  "  Tempo  passato"  with  modera 
Amalfi,  about  which  every  traveller  goes  into  ecstacies  of 
admiration,  that  I  was  hardly  prepared  to  see  only  a 
Neapolitan  fishing  village,  with  ali  its  attendant  noise 
and  bustle,  beggars  and  dirt  ! 

" Nulla  ha  di  fisso,  e  di  costante  il  Mondo  ! 
Se  i  giri  osserviamo  delle  cose, 
La  cieca,  instabil  Dea  cosi  dispose, 
E  tutto  va  precipitando  al  fondo  !  " 

Like  the  Marina  of  Vietri,  the  sands  were  loose,  and 
there  was  no  landing-place,  so  after  drawing  the  boat  up 
as  high  as  they  could,  two  stout  fishermen  laid  violent 
hands  on  one  of  the  gentlemen,  and  carried  him  on 
shore  :  where,  after  such  an  undignified  transit,  he  had 
the  intense  mortification  of  seeing  our  boatmen  prepare 
a  board,  by  means  of  which  we  walked  quietly  on  to  dry 
land,  laughing  at  him  and  the  exhibition  he  had  made. 

Some  of  the  houses  on  the  beach  presented  a  credit- 
able  appearance  :  there  was  Camera's,  the  historian, 
painted  white  with  green  blinds  ;  a  new  hotel,  with  some 
attempts  at  archi tecture  and  embellishment  in  front;  and 
the  Albergo  de'  Oapucini,  whither  we  went,  a  pretty 
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little  house,  with  a  pleasant  terrace  overlooking  the  sea, 
filled  with  sweet-scented  pinks,  the  old  fashioned.  but  by 
far  the  prettiest  variety  of  fuschia  (excepting  the  Prin- 
cess  of  Prussia,  with  its  scarlet  petals  and  snow-white 
cup)  balsams,  roses,  and  the  queer  nickynon. 

When  we  reached  the  hotel,  we  were  thoroughly 
cramped  by  the  miserably  narrow  benches  which  Neapo- 
litan  barks  always  have  ;  we  breakfasted  first,  and  after 
an  hour's  rest,  proceeded  to  inspect  the  cathedral  of  St. 
Andrew,  where  the  bones  of  that  apostle  are  said  to 
rest.  Everything  was  arranged  pretty  much  on  the 
sanie  pian  as  St.  Mathew's  at  Salerno.  We  were  con- 
clucted  to  an  underground  chapel,  containing  the  sacred 
tomb,  surmounted  by  a  bronze  statue  larger  than  life, 
and  much  decorated  with  marbles,  mosaics,  and  sculp- 
tures  from  Paestum  ;  it  was  lighter,  however,  than  St. 
Mathew's. 

The  upper  church  was  similarly  adorned,  and  con- 
tai ned  a  fine  porphyry  baptismal  fount,  which  was  found 
in  old  Amalfi,  and  in  the  porch  there  were  three  pillars 
from  Psestum  blackened  by  time. 

The  miracle  was  duly  related  to  us  :  a  bottle  on  a 
silver  salver  is  placed  in  the  tomb,  and  on  its  removal 
is  found  to  contain  a  species  of  olor,  or  essence,  proceeding 
from  the  saint's  bones  :  a  marvel  which,  according  to 
Camera,  takes  place  daily.  A  representation  of  bis 
martyrdom  hangs  over  the  high  aitar,  and  above  the 
entrance  there  is  an  old  picture  representing  a  terrific 
storm,  raised  by  the  apostle  to  scatter  and  destroy  the 
Turkish  galleys  that  had  sallied  forth  from  some  part, 
to  attack  the  ship  conveying  his  sacred  bones  from  Con- 
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stantinople  to  Amalfi.  The  old  town  is  seen  in  the 
background. 

The  remains  of  the  apostle  were  placed  in  the  Cathe- 
dral,  May  8th,  1 208,  being  brought  from  Constantinople 
from  the  church  (now  mosque)  of  St.  Sophia. 

"  A  26.  Maggio  353,  imperando  Costante  e  Oostanzio, 
figli  di  Costantino,  era  stato  da  Patrasso  città  della  prò- 
cincia  dell'  Acaja,  trasportato  in  Costantinopoli  cogli 
altri  corpi  de"  Ss.  Luca  Evangelista,  e  Timoteo  disce- 
pulo  di  S.  Paolo."* 

Camera  then  oives  a  long  list  of  saints  whose  bones 
were  brought  from  the  East  by  Cardinal  Peter  Capuano 
(of  the  title  of  S.  Marcello),  which  I  will  spare  the 
reader,  only  mentioning  innumerable  fragments  of  bones 
of  the  Innocents,  besides  three  great  bones  of  St.  Za- 
charias,  the  father  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  (rarissimo 
monumento  di  alta  antiquità).  The  head  of  St.  Andrew 
in  a  silver  case  was  afterwards  taken  to  Eome  durino? 
the  pontificate  of  Pius  IL,  and  placed  in  the  basilica 
Vaticana.-}- 

Truly,  Amalfi  is  thrice  blessed  ! 

Amalfi  is  celebrated  for  its  maccaroni,  which  is  made 
and  exported  in  great  quantities,  and  we  therefore 
entered  one  of  the  shops  to  see  the  process.  However, 
the  old  guide  had  to  be  sent  on  in  advance  to  prepare 
them  for  the  visit  of  ladies,  wlien  we  were  told  that  a 
perfect  helter-skelter  ensued  among  the  workmen  to  look 
for  garments,  as  they  were  wry  lightly  clad  (if  clad  at 

*  Vid  Polomis  in  Chron.,  p.  16;  Marian  Scoti  in  Chron.,  lib.  iii., 
in  script,  ret. 

f  Vid  Paolo  Regio  nella  storia  Cattolica,  e  Ciampinus  de  sacris 
edificiisj  toni.  iii.?  e  4,  s.  85. 
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ali),  owing  to  the  hot  season,  and  by  no  means  in  a  fit 
state  to  receive  unexpected  callers. 

When  admitted,  we  found  a  nice-looking  young 
woman,  sitting  very  composedly  at  work  in  a  corner, 
which  sight  rather  surprised  us  in  a  land  where  the  late 
king  was  so  very  careful  of  the  morals  of  his  people,  as 
to  clothe  the  very  statues. 

Well,  in  one  corner  we  were  shown  the  paste  laid  on 
a  board,  and  kneaded  by  means  of  a  large  beam,  on 
which  three  men  were  sitting  moving  it  backwards  and 
forwards,  identical  with  the  process  which  excited  our 
wonder  at  Cava.  At  the  other  end  of  the  shop,  the 
paste  when  sufficiently  worked,  was  put  into  a  large 
copper,  pierced  with  small  holes,  through  which  it  was 
forced  by  means  of  a  heavy  weight  turned  by  several 
men.  As  it  issued  in  long  pipes,  a  boy  sitting  beneath 
in  a  hole,  like  a  prompter's  box,  kept  fanning  it  to  cool 
it  (being  heated  by  this  process),  while  another  broke  it 
off  at  the  desired  len^ths. 

Everything  looked  excessively  clean,  the  coppers  were 
beautifully  bright,  and  even  the  hastily  donned  shirts  of 
the  artistes  appeared  fresh  from  the  washtub. 

We  walked  a  little  way  up  the  Valley  of  the  Mills,  a 
narrow  ravine,  beautifully  green,  with  a  babbling  brook 
running  through  it,  spanned  by  numerous  picturesque 
little  brido-es.  At  this  season  water  is  scarce,  but  stili 
the  green  wall  which  skirted  the  patii  was  wet  from  tiny 
rills,  and  grasses,  ferns,  and  varieties  of  the  lady's  hair 
grew  abundantly  :  the  old  guide  pointed  to  the  latter, 
telling  us  that  the  women  boil  it,  and  steep  their  hair  in 
the  mixture  till  it  cools,  to  make  it  thick  and  long. 

Some  of  the  paper-mills  were  silent  for  lack  of  water, 
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but  we  entered  one,  and  in  the  first  room  beheld  two 
men,  each  dipping  a  form  made  of  cross  wires,  with  the 
names  of  the  proprietor  and  the  mill,  into  a  vat  that 
received  the  liquid  flowing  through  an  opening  in  the 
wall.  These  forms  held  some  of  the  fluid,  which  quickly 
settled,  and  then  a  new  sheet  of  paper  was  laid  on  a  pile 
of  others.  Ere  long  they  stoppecl,  and  placed  the  pile 
beneath  a  heavy  weight,  requiring  the  united  force  of 
many  men  to  turn,  and  the  remaining  water  being  pressed 
out,  the  paper  was  ready  for  finishing  touches. 

In  another  roora  we  saw  the  sorted  rags  placed  in 
large  mortars  filled  with  water,  in  which,  by  means  of 
machinery,  ponderous  wooden  mallets  reduced  them  to 
a  pulp.  Some  of  thìs  snowy  mixture  a  man  put  into  a 
jar  of  water,  and  after  pounding  it  for  a  minute  or  two, 
poured  it  over  bis  band  in  the  state  in  which  it  is  made 
into  paper — it  was  clear  as  a  fountain  rill. 

How  different  the  English  process. 

I  recollect  visiting  a  large  paper-mill  at  Exeter  ;  the 
pulp  flowed  through  an  aperture  in  the  wall,  into  a  kind 
of  vat  the  width  the  paper  was  to  be  ;  thence,  after 
boiling  and  bubbling  about,  the  thinner  fluid  descended 
into  another,  and  so  on  :  each  di  vision  growing  firmer, 
till  at  last  it  wound  itself  round  a  large  roller  at  the 
end,  strong  and  dry  from  the  steam.  This  roller  when 
containing  sufficient  paper,  was  removed  to  another 
machine,  which  unwound  it,  while  two  little  boys 
attended  to  form  it  into  sheets.  The  noise  was  deafen- 
ing  at  each  place,  and  I  felt  glad  to  escape  into  the  fresh 
air  again. 

We  returned  to  the  hotel  to  mount  donkeys  for 
Ravello,  - 
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We  began  by  passing  through  Atrani,  a  wretched 
village,  but  when  my  donkey  led  the  way  to  wliat 
appeared  a  house  door,  and  proceeded  quietly  to  mount 
the  staircase  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  course,  I  felt  not  a 
little  surprised,  especially  as  I  pereeived  the  others  fol- 
lowing.  These  narrow  covered  staircases  were  the  Toledos 
of  the  paese,  and  piwed  by  no  means  agreeable;  but  the 
poor  animals  toiled  on  without  a  false  step,  and  in  course 
of  ti  in  e  we  emerged  into  daylight,  and  got  on  a  new  road, 
constructed,  I  believe,  by  order  of  H.E.H.  the  Conte  d' 
Aquila  ;  but  it  did  not  extend  far,  and  the  rest  of  the 
way  was  abominable,  having  been  nearly  destroyed  by 
recent  rains.  It  had  been  mended  for  the  visit  of  some 
royal  princes,  but  in  true  Neapolitan  style,  the  wiseacres 
had  only  employed  earth  and  stones,  with  no  mortar  to 
cement  thera,  and  thus  the  first  torrent  washed  the  whole 
away,  and  we  reaped  the  consequences.  A  carriage  road 
is  projected,  but  how  it  will  be  accomplished  remains  to 
be  seen. 

One  of  the  ruined  palaces  of  Ravello,  which  travellers 
think  they  have  every  right  to  invade,  being  very  much 
astonished  if  civilly  denied  admittance,  has  been  bought 
by  a  friend  of  ours,  from  whom  we  received  a  kind 
welcome.  A  summer  lunch  of  iced  fruits,  wine,  cakes, 
and  lemonade,  refreshed  us  greatly  after  our  hot 
ride. 

The  entran ce  turret  of  the  Palazzo  di  R  ,  con- 

taining  the  large  irotì  gates,  is  curiously  carved  with 
four  very  old  allegorical  figures  ;  a  broad  gravel  walk, 
with  flower-beds  on  either  side,  leads  to  the  house,  the 
court  of  which  has  been  entirely  excavated.,  disclosing  a 
colonnade  supported  by  most  delicate  marble  pillars. 
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Camera  mentions  a  Pope  (probably  the  English 
Adrian  IV.)  having  visited  Ravello,  when  he  Lodged  at 

the  Palazzo  di  E,  ,  then  belonging  to  the  Afflitti 

family.  We  were  shown  an  old  tester  affixed  to  the 
wall  of  one  of  the  rooms,  which  is  said  to  have  covered 
the  couch  of  his  holiness,  and  though  the  gilding  re- 
mains  bright  and  perfect,  the  crimson  hangings  are 
sadly  faded  and  tattered.  The  house  commands  a 
glorious  view. 

We  then  visited  the  old  cathedral,  resembling  in  style 
those  of  Amalfi  and  Salerno,  but  it  has  been  stripped  of 
nearly  ali  its  riches,  which  the  few  remaining  specimens 
prove  to  have  been  great.  But  a  small  portion  of  the 
originai  high  aitar  remains,  the  rest  having  been  sold, 
and  a  wretched  modera  affair  erected  in  its  stead.  The 
whole  of  this  interesting  edifice  has  been  grievously 
stripped  and  despoiled  :  a  verd-antique  column  was  dis- 
posed  of  to  mend  the  road  with,  and  two  porphyry  pillars 
were  sold  for  thirty  dollars,  and  turned  to  the  same 
account,  I  fancy  ! 

The  pulpit  is  a  curiosity,  supported  by  pillars  orna- 
mented  with  mosaics,  two  being  representations  of  Jonah, 
one  showing  him  in  the  act  of  disappearing  down  the 
capacious  throat  of  an  indescribable  marine  monster — 
a  combination  of  dragon,  dolphin,  and  other  fabulous 
creatures — and  in  the  other  he  is  seen  emerging  again, 
head  foremost. 

Two  carved  heads  were  also  pointed  out  to  us,  one 
representing  "  Laughter,"  the  other  "  Weeping,1"'  which 
to  my  ignorant  imagination  appeared  very  much  alike  ; 
but  I  held  my  tongue,  and  only  listened  to  the  gentle- 
men's  comments  on  the  cleverness  of  their  execution. 
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originality,  &c,  and  they  looked  uncommonly  wise,  and 
very  mudi  gratified. 

I  must  be  wrong,""  thought  I,  but  just  then  my 
petticoat  companion  twitclied  my  sleeve,  and  whis- 
pered — s 

li  That  she  could  see  no  difference,  did  I  ?"  ' 

If  people  would  only  give  their  real  opinion s,  and  see 
with  their  own,  not  other  people's  eyes,  how  the  aspect 
of  things  in  general  would  change  ! 

Near  this  pulpit,  a  nondescript  thing  with  a  door  was 
pointed  out  to  us,  surmounted  by  a  female  head,  crowned. 
This  the  guide  showed  as  Queen  Joan,  but  our  friend 
thought  it  was  the  bust  of  one  of  the  Afflitti  family,  who 
founded  the  cathedral,  as  ali  ladies  of  rank  wore  coronets 
in  those  days,  and  Queen  Joan  did  not  live  till  two 
centuries  later.  A  desk  for  the  lecture  of  the  Epistles 
is  placed  opposite  the  pulpit. 

In  the  sacristy  we  saw  four  pictures  by  Andrea  di 
Salerno,  a  pupil  of  Raffaele,  ali  very  ill-used  by  time 
and  damp. 

A  smali  private  chapel  is  appropriated  to  the  Afflitti. 
The  figure  of  a  knight  recumbent  covering  a  vault,  is 
inserted  in  the  pavement,  with  the  date  of  the  tweìfth 
century. 

We  had  a  hot  ride  back  to  the  hotel,  where  dinner 
awaited  us,  with  some  of  the  excellent  Amalfi  mac- 
caroni,  boiled  to  perfection — quite  entire,  yet  thoroughly 
soft. 

After  dinner,  the  ladies  of  the  party  (and  the  gentle- 
men,  too,  if  the  truth  were  known)  indulged  in  a  siesta, 
and  later  we  ali  met  again  on  the  pleasant  terrace,  to 
enjoy  the  evening  breeze,  and  see  the  ragged  urchins 
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scramble  for  coppers,  and  play  various  tricks  for  our 
amusement  on  the  sands.  These  reacli  to  the  very 
houses,  and  in  winter  the  sea  washes  their  walls,  and 
even  inundates  the  piazza,  but  now  a  goodly  space 
separated  us  from  its  clear  blue  expanse. 

Lizards  and  scorpions  were  running  over  the  house 
walls,  the  latter  doomed  to  die,  when  their  million  legs 
suffer  them  to  be  caught,  and  considering  that  man  is 
only  a  biped,  with  a  couple  of  arms,  the  odds  are  de- 
ci dedly  against  him.  One  species  of  lizard  was  large 
and  brown,  called  by  these  people  Tarantula  (though 
incorrectly),  and  considered  poisonous  ;  they  are  ugly 
to  look  at,  unlike  their  little  green  companions,  and  they 
stay  staring  boldly  at  you,  with  great,  round  eyes,  till 
one  is  inclined  to  think  them  jettatori,  or  possessors  of 
the  evil  eye. 

On  the  beach  we  saw  the  re  ni  ai  ns  of  the  old  arsenal, 
formerly  containing  the  galleys  of  the  republic,  but  now 
only  a  few  fishers'  barks,  which  were  sheltered  beneath 
its  arched  roof. 

We  had  not  time  to  visit  the  Oapuchin  monastery, 
whence  there  is  a  fine  view,  but  with  a  glass  we  dis- 
cerned  its  grotto,  containing  three  crosses,  which  give  it 
the  name  of  Calvary.  We  saw  the  small  village  of 
Conca,  and  the  cape  of  the  same  name,  with  a  convent 
situated  high  above  it  in  a  most  perilous  position. 

A  bove  the  Oapuchin  monastery  there  is  a  country 
residence,  far  from  every  dwelling,  where  the  owner 
has  fixed  his  abode.  It  is  a  pretty  place,  and  must 
command  a  magnificent  view  ;  but  it  is  almost  inac- 
cessible,  and  we  were  told  that  the  forniture  was  taken 
there  by  piecemeal,  and  put  together  in  the  house. 
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There  was  plenty  of  life  and  bustle  on  the  beach  ;  we 
saw  the  arrivals  of  a  large  Tessei  laden  with  rags  for  the 
paper  mills,  and  blocks  of  wood  to  make  the  great 
mallets,  and  several  boats  with  grain,  pomidori,  &c. 
When  the  afternoon  breeze  rose,  a  fleet  of  fishing  boats 
set  sail  for  the  eost  of  Psestum  to  find  alici  ;  similar 
fleets  started  at  the  same  time  from  Salerno  and  Vietri, 
and  ali  meeting  in  the  eentre  of  the  Grulf,  they  sailed 
together  for  their  destination.  We  counted  upwards  of 
sixty  sail,  and  the  effect  was  excessively  pretty. 

Before  bidding  adieu  to  Amalfi,  I  cannot  resist  giving 
the  following  bit  of  church  history  for  the  benefit  of  my 
unbelieving  countrymen  and  women  : 

"  Non  tralasciamo  un  mirabil  fatto  di  questo  nostro 
Arcivescovo  (Pietro  Alferio),.  che  cresce  peso  al  credito 
della  di  lui  santità,  e  ciò  per  testimonianza  del  Cardinal 
Pietro  Damiano,  che  scrivendo  al  Cassinese  Abbate 
Desiderio,  così  lo  cerziora  in  convalidazione  del  Sacra- 
mento Eucaristico. 

"  '  Stupenda  cosa  (dice  egli)  udii  di  bocca  dell'  Arci, 
vescovo  Amalfitano  nostro  intrinseco,  il  quale  essendo 
venuto  a  parlamento  col  Pont.  Stefano  IX.  tra  le  altre 
cose  communicateli  avvalorando  col  giuramento  la  fede 
dovuta  al  racconto,  partecipolli  qualmente  ritrovandosi 
egli  stesso  in  punto  di  adempire  al  S.  Sacramento  della 
messa,  ed  essendo  stato  sorpreso  da  qualche  dubiezza 
intorno  alla  verità  della  trasmutazione  Sacramentale, 
restò  egli  miracolosamente  disingannato  :  mentre  nel 
atto  di  partire  o  dividere  l'ostia,  secondo  il  rito  de"* 
Sacerdoti,  conobbe  d'aver  nelle  mani  non  già  i  puri 
accidenti  di  pane,  ma  la  vera  sostanza  di  carne,  rima- 
nendoli le  dita  di  verace  sangue  intrinse/  Cosi  S.  Pietro 
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Damiano.  Visse  il  nostro  Arcivescovo  Amalfitano  sotto  i 
pontificati  di  Leone  IX.,  Vittore  IL,  Stefano  IX., 
Niccolò  IL,  ed  Alessandro  IL,  sotto  di  cui  finalmente 
cessò  di  vivere  nel  1070."* 

*  Vide  "  Alferi  istor.  della  famiglia  Alferio,"  p.  7. 
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OHAPTER  XXIX. 

We  embarked  at  Atrani,  where  our  victimized  co  rapa- 
nion  discovered  there  was  a  better  landing-place,  but  I 
shrewdly  suspect  he  was  in  dread  of  a  second  bodily 
seizure  on  the  Amalfi  sands  !  We  remarked  a  ruin, 
overlooking  the  paese,  probably  the  reraains  of  some 
castle  or  convent.  Some  miles  beyond  Amalfi  there  is 
a  curious  spring  of  fresh  water  below  the  sea  mark,  and 
when  the  waves  recede,  an  excellent  glass  of  drinkable 
water  is  procured  from  it. 

W e  started  at  six  o'clock,  and  as  the  san  had  not  yet 
gone  to  bed,  we  were  obliged  to  keep  up  the  awning,  and 
draw  the  curtains,  and  gradually  we  ali  grew  very  cross 
and  uncomfortable  ;  but  while  the  rest  pondered  their 
woes,  I  endeavoured  to  divert  mine  by  making  the  best 
use  of  my  eyes.  Over  Majori,  I  noticed  the  deserted  old 
castle  of  St.  Niccolò,  built  during  the  Aragonese  epodi. 
It  is  surrounded  by  well  preserved  walls,  with  towers  at 
intervals,  but  ita  situation  is  bad,  as  ali  the  neighbouring 
heights  command  the  low  eminence  on  which  it  is* 
erected. 

The  heat   was  really  great  until  we  reached  Capo 
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d'Orso,  which  kindly  sheltered  us  from  the  suri,  and  this 
friendly  act  was  so  highly  estiraated,  that  the  silence  we 
had  hitherto  kept,  boatmen  included,  was  instantly 
broken.  The  sailors  began  by  hailing  the  goodnatured 
cape,  round  which  the  sea  was  dashing  as  if  angry  at  its 
impotence  against  those  adamantine  walls  :  "  Statti 
bono  !  amico  mio  ;  mangi  maccaroni,  mangi  !  mangi  !" 

On  seeking  an  explanation,  we  learnt  that  the  roaring 
of  the  waves  is  said  to  be  the  Orso  regaline  himself  with 
maccaroni  ! 

And  dow  the  curtains  were  rolled  up,  and  the  gay, 
white  flag  of  the  Two  Sicilies  was  unfurled  to  the  breeze  ; 
Bianco,  the  dog,  emerged  from  his  hiding-place  under 
the  narrow  seat,  giving  a  satisfactory  look  around,  and  a 
cheerful  wag  of  his  tail  ;  the  boatmen  laughed,  and  we 
talked,  while  the  good  bark  flew  rapidly  over  the  cairn, 
transparent  depths.  The  homeward  row  was  then  truly 
delicious  for  a  cool  tramontana  breeze  sprang  up,  and, 
secure  from  the  sun,  we  could  enjoy  the  scenery. 

At  Capo  d'Orso,  the  Isole  eli  Gallo  and  Capri  opened 
upon  us  like  turquoises  in  a  sapphire  setting.  We  passed 
the  pretty  little  marina  of  Cerchia,  now  vulgarly  called 
Salecerchia,  from  whose  mountains  a  torrent  pours  down, 
turning  the  wheels  of  a  paper-mill. 

Three  famous  abbeys  formerly  stood  on  these  heights  : 
the  first,  Santa  Maria  de  Stellis,  of  the  Cistersian  order  ; 
the  second,  St.  Niccolò  de  Carbonaria  ;  and  the  third  and 
last,  Santa  Maria  de  Oìearea,  so  called  from  an  oil-mill 
that  was  formerly  there,  and  which,  growing  rich  from 
the  large  charities  of  the  Amalfitans,  became  in  time  a 
monastery  of  Beuedictines,  incorporated  with  that  of 
St.  Niccolò. 
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Not  far  from  Erchia  we  saw  a  deserted  convent,  pro- 
bably  the  Camaldolese  Monastery  of  the  Avvocata,  about 
which  Camera,  in  his  "  Amalfi,,1  indulges  in  the  following 
burst  of  sentiment  : — 

"  Nelle  eccelse  vette  del  monte  Falesio  le  cui  cime 
sembrano  confinare  coli'  azzurra  volta  del  cielo,  incon- 
trasi l'eremo  de"'  Camaldolesi  sotto  al  titolo  di  Santa 
Maria  dell'  Avvocata,  fondato  nel  1485  mercè  le  gene- 
rose contribuzioni  de'  cittadini  Majoresi.  Questo  romi- 
torio isolato  e  sottratto  dal  commercio  degli  uomini,  ris- 
veglia la  memoria  di  que'  tempi,  ne'  quali  la  divota  inno- 
cenza fuggiva  dal  mondo  corrotto,  per  trovare  il  paradiso 
ne'  deserti.  Il  solitario  non  era  sempre  intento  a  pregare, 
ma  lavorava  il  vicino  terreno,  e  rendeva  colti  e  fertili  le 
più  sterili  rocce.  Privo  di  tutti  i  piaceri  del  mondo,  di 
tutti  gli  agj  della  società,  egli  divideva  il  suo  tempo  fra  il 
travaglio,  la  meditazione,  la  penitenza,  e  non  avea  altro 

testimonio  che  il  cielo  L'avvicinamento  di  siffatti 

luoghi  risveglia  in  auno  sensibile  delle  soavi  commo- 
zioni, e  li  trova  sempre  rispettabili,  quante  volte  si  fa  a 
riflettere  che  l'uomo  sollevandosi  della  terra,  soleva  uni- 
camente occuparsi  della  preghiera  e  di  Dio." 

Whatever  the  monks  of  former  days  may  have  been — 
and  certainly  to  them  we  are  indebted  for  much,  if  not 
ali,  the  learning  that  escaped  from  under  the  extin- 
guisher  of  the  dark  and  iron  ages — they  are  a  race 
unsuited  to  the  go-a-head  nineteenth  century.  They 
rescued  religion  and  knpwledge  from  utter  annihilation 
at  a  time  when  gallant  knights  and  nobles  were  as 
accomplished  as  the  savages  of  the  present  day,  and, 
like  them,  thought  of  little  else  than  warfare,  and  killing 
one  another  :  but  now  times  are  altered,  and  silice  the 
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monks  are  proverbiali^  the  most  ignorant  race  on  the 
face  of  the  earth,  one  wonders  how  they  are  stili  suffered 
to  live  on  the  fat  of  every  land,  leading  an  idle  and  use- 
less  existence,  and  striving  to  reduce  men's  minds  to  the 
sanie  state  of  darkness  as  their  own  ! 

May  we  not  hope  that  a  promise  of  better  things  is 
now  dawning  on  the  south  ?  that  men  are  strivins; 
after  truth,  struggling  for  light,  "  as  through  a  glass, 
darkly,"  and  realizing,  feebly,  it  is  trae,  like  children 
trying  to  walk  alone,  and  tottering  and  stumbling  in  the 
endeavour,  but  stili  realizing,  that  the  time  is  come  to 
think  for  themselves  and  stand  alone,  without  the  aid  of 
priestly  leading-strings  and  monkish  go-carts  ? 

We  passed  some  large  tunny  vessels  anchored  above 
their  extensive  nets,  which  form  perfect  subterranean 
houses  of  many  chambers  ;  these  madragues,  as  they  are 
called  in  France,  open  one  into  the  other,  in  each  the 
netting  becoming  gradnally  s mailer,  as  well  as  the  only 
entrance  between  them,  till  at  length  the  great  stnpid 
fish  enters  the  last  and  death-chamber,  and  cries  like  the 
poor  starling,  "I  can,t  get  out  !"  Its  struggles  and 
efforts  to  free  itself  announce  the  capture,  when  the  net  is 
drawn  up,  and  the  victim  is  secured.  I  believe  the  fish 
enter  the  Mediterranean  in  a  body,  coasting  it  up  one 
side,  and  back  the  other,  and  the  nets  are  arranged 
accordingly  to  receive  and  provide  them  with  house- 
room. 

And  now  we  were  alarmed  by  perceiving  a  storm-cloud 
hovering  over  the  Plain  of  Psestum,  from  which  we 
could  see  the  rain  descending  in  torrents.  Some  light- 
ning  and  very  distant  thunder  had  produced  no  uneasi- 
ness  on  our  part,  for  the  cloud  seemed  moving  away  stili 
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farther,  but  suddenly  its  course  changed,  and  the  dark 
line  on  the  water  where  the  rain  was  falling  appeared  to 
be  rapidly  nearing  us,  when  ali  the  shawls  and  cloaks  in 
the  boat  (and  in  summer  time,  in  Italy,  one  is  not  pro- 
vided  with  a  superabundance  of  wraps  !)  would  not  bave 
saved  us  from  a  drenchino-  !   The  scene  was  most  remark- 

o 

able,  for  the  cloud  was  so  black,  and  the  deluge  covered 
so  small  a  spaee,  that  at  first  sigli t  we  took  it  for  a 
waterspout,  and  having  a  sailor  of  our  party  who  did  not 
laugh  at  our  fears,  they  were  proportionately  increased. 

Everywhere  else  the  sky  was  blue  and  cloudless,  the 
sea  cairn,  but  the  boatmen  pulled  frantically  as  if  for 
dear  life,  and  we  alternately  looked  at  each  other's 
disraal  faces,  and  then  at  the  column  of  rain,  till  we 
hailcd  the  sight  of  Vi  et  ri  !  At  the  same  time  the  cloud 
again  changed  its  course,  and  suffered  us  to  reach  our 
haven  more  quietly,  and  with  a  feeling  of  intense  grati- 
tude  for  our  Providential  escape  !  These  sudden  squalls 
in  the  Mediterranean  are  most  appalling,  and  the  best 
sailors  are  often  taken  unawares. 

At  Vietri  we  mounted  our  neddies  again,  and 
reached  home  at  nine,  very  thankful  for  a  good  cup  of 
tea  which  awaited  us. 
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V  Well,  I  am  sure  ! — and  if  there  isn't  another  fol- 
iowing  !  FU  soon  send  them  packing,  the  young  vaga- 
bonda !" 

"  What  is  tlie  matter,  Simpson  V  said  I,  rather 
astonished  at  this  sudden  ebullition  of  wrath,  for  she  was 
drawing  up  my  blìnd  after  simset,  when,  leaning  half 
out  of  the  window,  she  thus  began  venting  her  anger  on 
some  person  or  persons  unknown  ! 

She  was  hurrying  away,  however,  when  I  stopped  her. 

"  What  do  you  mean— -what  has  happened  ?" 

"Oh!  please  ina'am,  there's  ever  so  many  of  those 
young  petticoat  scamps  getting  into  the  garden  over  the 
wall,  and  theyll  spoil  ali  the  flowers  !" 

"  Never  mind,  they  won't  do  any  harm  ;  "  and  I 
endeavoured  to  make  their  peace  with  the  incensed  dame, 
who  regards  the  flowers  as  of  priceless  worth.  On 
looking  into  the  garden,  trae  enough  I  saw  it  stormed  by 
the  seminaristi  of  the  Trinità,  who,  tucking  up  their 
draggled  skirts,  were  clambering  over  the  wall,  and 
entering  our  territory.  I  could  not  help  laughing  at 
their  odd  appearance,  and  desired  Simpson  on  no  account 
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to  disturb  them,  for  the  lads  had  no  other  intention 
than  that  of  examining  the  Giardino  Inglese,  as  it  is 
called. 

We  have  planted  a  piece  of  ground,  overlooking  the 
ravìne,  with  various  flowers  ;  vines  are  trained  overhead, 
and  fruit-trees  afford  shade  ;  while  the  green  turf  forms 
a  carpet,  whereon  we  spend  many  a  pleasant  twilight 
hour  in  the  cool  of  the  evening.  The  neighbours  regard 
our  proceedings  with  unbounded  astonishment,  they 
know  of  no  flower  but  malva-rosa,  a  name  which  answers 
alike  for  pinks  and  holljhocks,  the  only  things  I  have 
seen  about  here,  and  these  are  cultivated  to  deck  the 
churches.  Therefore,  the  fame  of  the  Giardino  Inglese 
has  spread  far  and  near,  and  the  people  stop  to  look 
over  the  wall  and  comment  on  our  wonderful  plants,  and 
marvel  at  our  caring  to  tend  them  ourselves,  and  take  so 
much  trouble  in  gardening.  And  then  the  seminaristi, 
when  out  for  a  walk,  find  their  way  here  likewise,  and 
take  French  leave  to  reconnoitre  their  fashion,  but  never 
do  harm,  wherefore  they  are  welcome  to  look  to  their 
heart's  content  ! 

I  think  the  peasants  believed  us  bewitched,  when  we 
told  them  to  fetch  us  myrtle  from  the  woods,  and  honey- 
suckle  and  cyclamen,  and  the  scarlet  pyracanthia,  from 
the  hedges  ;  and  then  we  pointed  out  the  blue  cam- 
panula growing  over  the  rocks,  and  begged  them  to 
procure  us  the  roots  to  insert  in  some  stone-work,  and 
some  ivy  to  train  over  the  walls.  How  they  wondered 
at  the  odd  tastes  of  the  Inpresi,  and  how  astonished 
they  were  when  a  baby  white  mossrose  grew  to  be  almost 
a  standard  shrub,  with  a  stem  like  a  tree,  and  a  crest, 
white  with  blossoms,  as  if  from  a  snow-shower  ! 
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Aìas  !  what  a  grievous  pity  it  is  that  a  land,  where 
one  has  only  to  stick  a  thiiig  into  the  earth  for  it  to 
grow  and  flourish,  should  be  suffered  to  He  waste,  as  it 
were.  Where  fruii  is  so  abundant,  they  have  only  the 
comnionest  kinds,  and  no  varieties  in  the  specimens  of 
each  ;  to  them  a  pear  is  a  pear,  an  appiè,  an  appiè  ;  and 
ìt  never  enters  their  heads  that  one  sort  may  be  better 
than  another.  I  am  not  alluding  to  the  country  alone, 
it  is  the  same  at  Naples  ;  the  fruit  is  heaped  in  rich 
profusion  at  the  stalls,  good  and  bad  alike,  and  for  a 
penny  one  can  get  as  many  fìgs  and  cherries  as  one  can 
carry  away  ;  but  we  English  would  rather  give  an  extra 
trine  to  have  a  superior  quality,  and  ensure  the  apples 
froni  being  rubbed  up  bright  by  a  rather  questionable 
process,  and  the  grapes  from  their  dose  vicinity  to  the 
hairdressing  which  the  marchande  is  undergoing  ! 

The  flowers  cultivated  in  gardens,  and  even  in  the 
Villa  Reale,  are  of  inferior  kinds,  whereas  the  same 
trouble  would  produce  the  most  exquisite  specimens. 
The  latter  garden  contains  many  beautiful  trees  and 
shrubs,  but  the  flowers  and  grass  are  miserable  ;  they 
have  no  idea  of  turf,  but  sow  grass  seed,  which  grows 
up  rank  and  wild,  when  half-a-dozen  big,  hulking  men, 
seat  themselves  on  a  tiny  plot,  and  gossipping  most  of 
the  time,  cut  it  with  scissors  ;  after  this  has  been  done 
once  or  twice,  the  ground  is  ali  turned  up  and  fresh  seed 
sown.  This  lazy  way  of  gardening  is  quite  distracting 
to  an  English  person,  the  French  word  tripoter  will 
alone  express  it,  and  a  dozen  hands  are  required  to  do 
the  work  of  one  man  !  , 

The  same  system  holds  good  in  one's  household, 
where  twice  the  number  of  servants  are  employed  than 
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are  really  necessaiy  ;  but,  as  it  is  in  India,  each  has  bis 
own  department,  and  would  lose  caste  were  he  to  do 
anything  extra  !  A  footman  thinks  it  a  degradation  to 
carry  a  parcel,  and  makes  it  over  to  the  man  of  all-work, 
the  unhappy  facchino  who  does  everybody,s  business. 
No  woman,  wearing  a  bonnet,  will  be  a  housemaid,  or 
carry  a  child,  you  must  seek  such  a  personage  in  a  grade 
lo.wer,  and  content  yourself  with  a  being  who  cannot  use 
her  needle,  or  do  anything  beyond  sweeping  out  the 
bed-rooms  !  And  very  thankful  you  may  be  to  get 
such  an  assistali t  ;  for  housemaids  are  a  recent  inventi  on, 
even  now  only  confined  to  English  households,  men 
answering  ali  their  purposes  in  Neapolitan  families.  At 
Naples,  women  of  the  middle  classes  consider  it  de- 
gradino- to  go  to  service,  and  hang  like  mill-stones'round 
the  necks  of  fathers  or  brothers,  who  are  bound  by  the 
laws  to  support  the  females  of  the  family  until  they 
marry  themselves.  Thus  women,  who  can  neither  read 
nor  write,  style  themselves  Donna,  ou  the  strength  of 
wearing  a  bonnet,  and  fold  their  hands  before  them  in 
dignified  idleness  ! 

Servants,  who  have  lived  with  foreigners,  never  return 
to  their  country  people  if  they  can  avoid  it,  as  the  latter 
work  them  very  hard,  treat  them  badly,  and  pay  worse  ; 
and  jet  they  give  in  to  one  custom,  which  few  foreigners 
would  submit  to,  namely,  that  of  having  two  footmen, 
that  each  may  have  alternate  days  out  !  Which  reminds 
me  of  a  visit  we  paid  one  day  at  one  of  the  smartest  Nea- 
politan establishments,  when  after  being  ushered  up-stairs 
by  the  gorgeously-dressed  porter,  we  proceeded,  knocking 
at  every  door,  till  at  last  the  lady  of  the  house  opened 
that  of  her  own  boudoir,  and  we  found  that  one  footman 
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had  gone  out  to  his  dinner,  as  he  stipulated  for  some 
hours  daily  to  himself,  and  the  other  was  not  forth- 
coDiing,  being  sent  of  a  message  ;  and  "  How  cari  I  help 
it  V  said  the  poor  Princess,  ruefully .  However,  "  Where 
there's  a  will,  there's  a  way." 

At  Naples  the  servants  are  nominally  on  board  wages, 
but  de  facto  your  cook  furnishes  ali  the  establishment 
from  your  purse  ;  and  if  you  do  not  keep  a  sharp  look 
out,  dresses  dinners  for  other  fainilies  living  in  the  sanie, 
or  adjoining  houses,  and  ten  to  one  but  you  are  the 
worst  served. 

It  is  the  general  idea  that  living  is  cheap  at  Naples,  if 
so,  it  is  "  cheap  and  nasty?  as  a  noble  lord  once  re- 
marked  to  us.  Luxuries  are  cheap  ;  carriages  and  horses, 
opera-boxes  and  concerts,  fruit  and  ices,  cost  a  quarter 
the  money  they  do  in  England  ;  but  house-rent  grows 
dearer  every  year,  and  is  sure  to  be  raised  if  the  tenant 
makes  any  little  improvements,  or  wish  to  remain  over 
his  terni.  The  land-tax  is  very  heavy,  which  is  one 
cause  for  this  ;  and  the  desire  to  cheat  strangers  is 
another.  The  natives  change  their  quarters  nearly  every 
year  on  the  4th  of  May,  the  grand  field-day  and  the 
harvest-time  of  the  facchini,  who  threaten  your  head  at 
every  corner  with  chests  of  drawers  and  iron  bedsteads  : 
the  house  must  be  vacated  by  noon  for  the  new  tenant. 
Now  that  so  few  foreigners  spend  an  entire  winter  at 
Naples,  many  of  the  best  apartments  remain  vacant  for 
long  months,  though  their  price  is  never  lowered,  while 
others  have  been  dismantled  and  let  as  unfurnished 
houses. 

Dress  is  very  expensive,  owing  to  the  heavy  duties, 
and  the  commonest  bit  of  English  lace  or  calicò  costs  an 
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unconscionable  price,  though  the  duties  are  lower  than 
they  were.  I  almost  think  tliat  rubbish,  comparatively 
speaking,  is  dearer  than  really  good  articles. 

Servants  wages  are  not  high  :  the  before-mentioned 
housemaid  expects  from  £12  upwards  ;  afootman  or  cook, 
£24<  ;  the  natives  theinselves  pay  little  enough,  and  live 
for  less.  One  family  we  knew  gave  a  piastra  (about  4s.) 
a  day  to  the  cook,  to  provide  *  dinner  for  the  pere  et 
mère  and  heaps  of  boys — consequently,  they  lived  on 
maccaroni,  and  he  had  a  private  speculation  of  his  own 
in  cooking  for  other  families. 

How  shall  I  mention  the  trattoria  meals  l — traitors,  as 
I  bave  heard  them  ealled — truly,  what  punishment  would 
be  severe  enough  for  the  proeess  of  slow  poisoning  they 
carry  on.  What  heaps  of  comestibles  are  disclosed, 
when  the  facchino  sets  down  the  tin  box,  and  lifts  the 
cover.  What  ingenious  compounds  of  grease  and  oil, 
what  extraordinary  plats  with  unpronounceable  names, 
and  sauces  of  most  questionable  derivation!  How  luck- 
less  John  Bull  looks  first  at  them,  and  then  at  his  com- 
panions'  faces,  and  finally  motions  away  one  remove  after 
another,  whereof  the  second  table  is  excellently  far- 
nished,  and  the  domestics  feast. 

It  is  useless  to  petition  for  a  lesser  quantity  and  a 
better  quality  of  fare  ;  that  would  not  be  profìtable,  for 
the  poor  padrone  of  the  trattoria  pays  a  heavy  toll  to 
your  servant  as  entrance  money,  and  wdiile  John  Bull 
thinks  he  gives  sufficient  daily  to  ensure  a  good  dinner, 
half  the  money  lies  snug  in  his  servant's  pocket,  who 
expresses  perfect  despair  at  his  master  being  unable  to 
touch  a  morsel  day  after  day. 
And.  I  ask,  how  help  oneself  ? 
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The  market  at  Naples  ìs  such  a  filthy  place  that  no 
one  but  the  eook  himself  can  enter  it  ;  he  tells  you 
whatever  prices  suit  his  convenience,  and  the  trades- 
people  succumb  to  his  authority.  If  you  tura  restive 
and  dismiss  him,  ali  his  confrères  make  common  cause 
with  him,  and  you  either  resort  to  the  trattoria,  or  give 
in  your  submission.  This  system  extends  to  every  kind 
of  servant. 

Several  years  ago,  the  cooks  proved  so  exigeants,  that 
everybody  tried  the  slow  poisoning  process,  upon  which 
the  regular  artistes  hired  little  boys  to  run  between  the 
legs  of  the  facchini  carrying  the  tin  boxes,  when  a  crash 
ensued — legs  of  mutton  and  melancholy-looking  fowls 
lay  strewn  about  everywhere,  to  the  delight  of  the  beg- 
gars,  who  revelled  on  a  sudden  in  luxuries.  One  poor 
lady  that  we  knew,  had  two  dinners  successively  over- 
thrown  one  day,  and  after  waiting  till  nine  o 'clock,  a 
third  tin  box,  attended  by  a  body  guard  of  gens  d'armes, 
reached  its  destination  in  safety.  The  cooks  gained 
nothing  by  this  stratagem,  for  war  to  the  knife  was  de- 
clared  against  them,  and  they  are  to  be  seen  now  wan- 
dering  about  the  Villa  Reale  in  knots,  with  their  hands 
behind  them,  and  each  carrying  a  stout  stick.  A  new 
generation  of  younger  men  has  replaced  these,  who  are 
every  way  better,  though  they  are  not  behindhand  in 
cheating. 

The  fishermen  and  the  lazzaroni  are  two  fine  classes  of 
men,  well-made,  hard-working,  and  strictly  honest. 
The  latter  execute  ali  removals  of  furniture,  and  may 
be  entrusted  with  money  and  valuables  to  any  amount  ; 
the  enormous  loads  they  carry  are  truly  astonishing. 

On  the  whole,  I  must  speak  a  good  word  for  my 
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friends,  the  Neapolitans  ;  they  are  a  merry,  goodnatured, 
lighthearted  race,  more  sinned  against  than  sinning  ; 
they  are  intensely  ignorant  and  bigoted,  in  which  condi- 
tion  their  rulers  do  their  best  to  retain  them,  and  have 
themselves  no  idea  of,  or  wish  for,  progress.  In  ^4:8, 
when  the  Constitution  made  such  a  noise,  and  the  people 
were  shouting  their  gratifìcation,  one  of  the  noisiest 
women  was  asked  what  the  Constitution  was  ? 

"  Ah  !  Signò  che  saccio  1  è  à  Costituzione  !" 

"  Capisco,  ma  che  significa?" 

"  Ma,  Signò,  è  'un  pezzetto  'i  carta  janca  P 

We  English  forget  that  we  were  led  to  our  own  glori- 
ous  liberty  by  degrees,  and  through  much  tribulation  : 
the  Italians  of  the  South  are  in  greater  darkness  now, 
both  mental  and  spiritual,  than  we  were  in  the  seven- 
teenth  century,  and  they  must  undergo  much  ere  they 
"  shall  be  saved,  yet  so  as  by  fire.*11 

Ali  government  officers  are  so  miserably  paid,  that 
they  expect  bribes,  and  the  servants  will  give  no  admis- 
sion  unless  they  themselves  are  well  feed.  No  Neapolitan 
knows  what  shame  is — 'tis  a  word  not  to  be  found  in 
their  dictionaries. 

"  Pasquino.  'Sa  V.  S.  come  dice  il  proberbio  V  4  Una 
mano  lava  Faltra,  e  tutte  due  lavano  il  viso.'"  * 


*  Goldoni.    Il  Cavaliere  e  la  Dama.    Atto,  ii.,  Sce.  1. 
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I  think  that  last  evening's  ride  was  as  delightful  as  any 
of  our  former  exploring  expeditions,  for  we  found  our* 
selves  on  the  mountain  tops,  in  the  heart  of 

"  the  shady  woods, 

Where  mossy  banks  abound, 
And  dingles  where  the  painted  hoods 

Of  foxgloves  stili  are  found." 

Unhappily,  in  this  land,  they  are  much  too  fond  of 
cutting  down  trees,  which  are  rarely  suffered  to  attain 
any  size,  as  it  is  customary  to  clear  the  plantations  every 
three,  five,  or  seven  years,  and  where  this  has  been  done, 
the  hill-side  looks  bare  and  ugly.  The  young  trees 
grow  so  dose  together,  that  they  are  weak  and  slender 
enough,  but  the  good  Oavesi  are  quite  satisfied,  therefore 
I  suppose  we  ought  to  be  so  likewise. 

Yesterday,  however,  we  did  not  get  among  these  puny 
saplings,  but  amidst  trees  of  Dame  Nature's  own  culti- 
vation,  and  very  shady  and  beautiful  they  were,  with  the 
pretty  pink  cyclamen  dotting  the  fresh  grass,  and  the  air 
perfumed  with  herby  scents.    Near  the  monastery  there 


198 


LA  CAVA. 


are  many  ways  of  getting  to  these  wilder  parts,  eitlier 
by  turning  to  the  right,  before  reaching  Corpo  di  Cava, 
or  by  descending  to  the  Valley  of  Bunea,  as  we  did 
yesterday. 

In  winter  time,  about  Christmas,  when  snow  lies  thick 
on  the  ground,  and  the  mountains  are  clothed  in  a  frozen 
mantle,  wolves  issue  from  these  woods  and  prowl  about 
the  town,  seeking  for  a  meal,  so  that  the  Cayesi  have  to 
keep  a  sharp  look  out  lest  their  children  enact  the 
tragedy  of  "  Little  Red  Ridinghood." 

We  proceeded  straight  to  the  Trinità,  and  then  from 
the  platform  in  front  commenced  the  descent  by  a  zig- 
zag path  :  the  road  was  good,  but  my  donkey  did  not  at 
ali  fancy  it,  and  either  hung  back  obstinately  (for  I 
notice  these  poor  ani  mais  have  a  great  terror  of  descend- 
ing any  steep)  or  slid  down  two  of  the-  broad  steps  at  a 
time,  in  a  way  that  was  anything  but  agreeable.  How- 
ever,  we  got  to  the  bottom  at  last,  and  then  stopped  to 
look  up  at  the  monastery,  as  from  this  point  we  had  a 
full  view  of  the  whole  building.  It  appeared  to  be  very 
extensive,  consisting  of  several  fìoors,  or  flats,  built 
against  the  rock  which  rather  overhangs,  and  below  it 
there  is  a  precipice  sheer  with  the  walls,  so  that  looking 
out  of  window  must  give  a  novice  many  an  attack  of 
giddiness,  I  should  think. 

As  we  proceeded  onwards,  we  remarked  a  deep,  narrow 
ravine  on  the  opposite  side5  with  a  long  cleft  in  the 
mountain,  as  if  rent  asunder  by  some  fierce  convulsion 
of  nature  :  it  was  spanned  by  two  rows  of  arches  raised 
one  upon  the  other,  and  apparently  very  old.  These 
forni  the  remains  of  an  aqueduct  which  served  to  convey 
water  to  the  Borgo  of  Metelliano,  or  this  quarter  of 
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Cava.  They  were  known  as  ruins  even  so  long  ago  as 
the  tirae  of  Gisolfo  II,,  in  the  eleventh  century,  being 
mentioned  as  existing  in  the  Valley  of  Bunea :  "In 
quo  vallone  arcova  antiqua  fabricata  sunt."* 

The  path  now  beeame  so  rough  and  rocky,  that  I 
was  obliged  to  dismount  and  pick  iny  way  over  jagged 
points  and  loose  stones,  as  I  best  could.  The  track  lay 
over  the  Grotta  Arsiccia  at  a  great  height,  and  when 
we  carne  in  sight  of  it,  we  stopped  to  look  at  the  wild 
scene  so  far  below  us. 

It  was  a  fìt  subject  for  the  brusii  of  a  Salvator  Rosa, 
who  studied  much  at  Cava,  and  took  most  of  his  scenery 
from  its  rocks  and  valleys.  The  gathering  twilight  and 
surrounding  heights  already  deepened  the  shadows  of  the 
ravine  not  a  little,  and  it  required  but  slight  effort  of 
iraagination  to  transform  the  workmen  and  stonebreakers 
who  were  busily  occupied  at  our  feet,  some  scrambling 
among  the  fallen  masses  of  cliff  washed  by  the  gushing 
waters  of  Bunea,  others  breaking  stone,  while  a  few  were 
playing  cards  in  dark  nooks  under  the  overhanging 
rocks — I  say,  it  was  easy  to  imagine  their  dark  faces 
and  strange  apparel  transformed  by  his  magic  touch  into 
fierce  bandits,  with  Calabrian  hats,  their  weapens  glanc- 
ing  from  out  the  open  cloak,  while  the  horses  and  don- 
keys,  fastened  about  in  corners,  were  very  good  apolooies 
in  the  shadow  for  their  steeds.  A  white  wreath  of  smoke 
ascended  from  the  hut  of  the  charcoal  burners,  and  their 
blackened  forms,  as  they  moved  about  in  the  light  of 
their  bright  fires,  heightened  the  general  effect  not  a 
little  ;  the  men's  voices  rose  distinctly  to  us,  as  they 
laughed,  and  talked.  and  called,  to  one  another. 

*  Ist.  di  Cava  di  Gio.    Alfonso  Adinolti. 
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But,  alas  !  how  little  there  is  in  common  between 
donkeys  and  romance  !  Mine  was  suddenly  dispelled  by 
a  most  Neapolitan  and  commonplace  "I — i — ischi" 
which  burst  from  my  cavalier  in  bis  efforts  to  stop  his 
impatient  donkey,  but  as  it  was  proof  against  ali  remon- 
strance,  we  were  compelled  to  proceed,  nolens  volens. 

We  soon  carne  to  a  ruined  grotto,  which  was  small, 
but  had  evidently  been  inhabited,  for  there  were  remains 
of  frescoes  and  black  stripes,  which  gave  it  a  curious 
and  Egyptian-like  appearance.  Entering  the  Dragonera 
road,  we  descended  to  La  Grotta.  Here,  an  artist  being 
once  desirous  of  introducing  into  a  picture  he  was  paint- 
ing  the  figure  of  a  brigand  escaping  down  the  cliffs,  paid 
a  man  largely  to  suspend  himself  from  the  rock  as  a 
model  ;  I  know  not  whether  any  ili  consequences  ensued, 
but  money  can  do  almost  anything,  though,  perhaps,  not 
mend  a  broken  neck  ! 

Artista  do  not  appear  to  consult  the  convenience  of 
their  models  much,  for  Haydon  tells  us,  in  his  "  Autobio- 
graphy,"  how  he  was  once  frightened  almost  out  of  his 
wits,  when,  after  building  a  kind  of  wall  round  a  black 
man,  and  floating  him  up  to  the  neck  in  severi  bushels  of 
plaster  which  he  poured  in,  the  man  gasped  for  breath, 
and  faintly  uttered,  "I — I — I  die!"  the  pressure  ali 
over  was  so  overwhelming  !  With  supernatural  effort, 
Haydon  tore  away  the  front  of  the  mould,  aided  by  his 
workmen,  and  after  a  tirne  the  man  revived.  He  adds, 
that  he  never  repeated  the  experiment,  though  the  man 
reaped  so  good  a  harvest  by  his  sufferings,  that  he 
offered  to  be  victimized  again,  as  he  found  it  a  "d — d 
good  coneern." 

We  now  found  ourselves  among  ali  my  brigali ds  and 
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robbers,  swarthy,  picturesque-ìooking  men  enough,  but 
not  very  alarming  in  their  aspect.  They  civilly  wished 
us  a  buona  sera,  and  on  one  of  us  chancing  to  sneeze,  a 
perfect  chorus  of  Salute  a  vostra  eccelenza!  Felicità} 
La  Madonna  vr  accompagna!  &c,  burst  forth  on  ali  sides, 
till  the  very  rocks  rang  again,  and  our  repeated  thanks 
for  their  good  wishes  sounded  somewhat  like  Norina's 
"  Grazie,  grazie,  Serva  grazie  !"  in  the  charming  duet  of 
Don  Pasquale  !  The  Neapolitans  invariably  do  this7 
calling  the  attention  of  ali  bystanders  to  the  luckless 
victim.  Allusion  to  this  custom  is  likewise  made  in  the 
"  Istoria  di  Cava." 

"  L'anno  589  fù  molto  calamitoso  all'  Italia  per  le 
straordinarie  piove,  le  quali  cagionarono  ferale  pestilenza 
con  gran  morìa  ed  allora  fù  la  peste  inquinaria  di  cui 
parla  S.  Gregorio,  clial.  lib.  iv.,  cap.  36.  Si  vuole  che 
allora  si  fosse  morto  starnutando,  e  perciò  introdotta 
l'usanza  di  salutare  chi  starnuta;  ma  quest'  uso  era  più 
antico  e  Plinio  il  vecchio  fù  interrogato  :  k  Cur  starnatu- 
mentis  salutamus  V" 

Near  home,  we  passed  a  lowly  house,  where  an  old 
crone  sat  on  the  doorstep  with  a  child  in  her  arms,  while 
two  young  women  stood  talking  to  her,  and  a  merry 
troop  of  rosy  children  were  frisking  about  the  lane.  The 
marmaille,  on  catching  sight  of  our  distinguished  caval- 
cade,  set  up  a  gleeful  shout,  and,  armed  with  small  twigs, 
attempted,  at  a  very  respectful  distance,  to  stimulate  the 
dormant  energies  of  our  steeds.  The  guide  threat- 
ened  them  with  his  stick,  which  raised  a  chorus  of 
small  voices,  and  the  laughter  of  the  women,  who 
exchanged  salutations  with  us.    But  the  foe  was  not  to 
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be  daunted,  and  one  sturdy  little  urchin  bravely  led  his 
companions  to  renew  the  attack. 

"  Ah  !  Angiolo  V  I  exclaimed  (for  it  was  he  of  angelic 
memory,  and  we  have  dubbed  him  angel  ever  since) 
"  Malandrino,  te  lo  farò  pagare  !"  and,  raising  the  head 
of  the  sleepy  donkey,  I  made  a  feint  to  charge  into  the 
midst  of  the  little  throng,  upon  which  they  scarapered  up 
the  lane,  screaraing  with  delight. 

The  women  laughed  merrily,  and  we  quite  won  their 
hearts  by  admiring  their  children  ;  of  the  two  younger 
females,  one  was  not  remarkable  in  any  way,  though 
goodnatured  and  smiling  ;  but  the  other  attracts  our 
attention  whenever  we  meet,  for  she  is  finely  formed, 
and  when  standing,  always  rests  upon  one  foot,  "  diritta 
sopra  se,"  with  the  other  slightly  advanced  :  her  features 
are  fine,  and  she  has  the  great  beauty  which  the  French 
terni  la  téte  haute,  which  always  confers  an  aristocratic 
air  on  the  fortunate  possessor,  whether  "gentle  or 
simple."  Thus  standing  in  an  attitude,  she  now  watched 
the  scene  and  the  actors,  as  if  she  were  "  monarch  of  ali 
she  surveyed  !" 

"  What  a  handsome  woman,"  exclaimed  my  compa- 
nion  ;  "  she  looks  like  an  ernpress  !" 

"  Does  she  not?  I  always  feel  very  little  in  her  pre- 
sence,  and  she  may  be  a  princess  for  aught  one  knows  to 
the  contrary,  for  she  is  4  a  child  of  the  Madonna.1  " 

"  Indeed  ì  I  thought  she  might  be  that  old  woman's 
daughter." 

61  So  she  is,  in  one  sense,"  I  replied  ;  "  both  those 
young  women  are  her  adopted  daughters,  and  half  the 
children  who  were  playing  near,  are  their  adoptions 
also  !" 
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"  What  a  strange  system  !" 

"  It  is  ;  but  they  treat  tliera  with  the  sarae  affection 
they  do  tlieir  real  offspring.  That  old  woinan  has  one 
bouà  fide  daughter,  and  has  lost  several  children.  It 
seems  odd,  with  their  extreme  poverty,  that  they  thus 
adopt  children,  when  Heaven  removes  their  own  ;  the 
loss  must  be  a  bitter  trial,  but,  in  a  pecuniary  sense, 
there  must  be  likewise  relief  from  a  heavy  drag.11 

"  Yes,11  said  E  ;  "but  the  custom  is  encouraged 

by  the  Grovernment  and  the  priests  ;  in  a  land  where 
there  is  such  scant  occupation  for  females,  it  would  be 
difficult  to  provide  for  so  many  unhappy  girls,  and  as 
more  children  of  the  poor  die  than  live  to  grow  up,  the 
priests  enjoin  the  adoption  of  these  foundlings  as  a  deed 
pleasing  to  the  Madonna.  They  are  tempted  besides  by 
the  large  sum  of  one  dollar  (four  shillings)  a  month, 
which  is  allowed  till  the  child  attains  a  certain  a^e. 
and  the  belief,  that  '  a  child  of  the  Madonna  '  will  bring 
a  blessing  on  the  family.11 

"  I  believe  the  matrimoniai  market,  on  the  day  of  the 
Annunziata  (Lady  Day),  is  dying  out,  as  so  many  would- 
be  husbands  have  failed  to  appear  when  called  on.  The 
foundlings  attend  mass  on  that  day,  in  the  chapel  of  the 
establishment,  and  some  of  the  girls  are  marked  out  for 
sale.  As  they  leave  the  church  after  the  service,  those 
young  men  who  are  on  the  look  out  for  wives,  make 
their  selection  and  bid.  On  the  following  day  the  men's 
characters  are  thoroughly  investigated,  and  their  means 
of  supporting  a  wife  ascertained,  and  if  both  prove  satis- 
factory,  they  receive  their  bride  with  an  outfit  and  a  dot 
of  twenty  ducats.  This  dot  is  one  of  the  few  good 
results  of  the  lottery.    Each  of  the  ninety  numbers  has 
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a  girFs  name  attached  to  it,  and  those  which  turn  np 
prizes  contribute  to  her  little  fortune,  through  tke  small 
tax,  or  discount,  paid  by  the  winner  on  receiving  hm 
money/' 

u  What  a  wicked  system  that  lottery  is  !  What  a 
fearful  amount  of  gambling  is  carried  on  by  the  Neapoli- 
tans  under  its  sanction,  though  if  the  rich  like  to  risk 
their  money,  with  the  chance  of  losing  it,  it  is  their  owd 
look  out  ;  but  to  allow  beggars,  who  may  receive  a  half- 
penny  in  charity,  to  play  it  on  a  lucky  number,  and 
remain  destitute  while  adding  their  mite  to  his  majesty's 
coffers,  is  too  infamous  !  So  long  as  this  iniquity  is 
allowed,  the  poorer  classes  can  never  prosper,  as  they 
will  not  hear  of  saving,  but  week  after  week  play  in  the 
lottery  and  lose,  or  if  they  win  a  few  carlini,  repeat  the 
venture  the  following  week  with  increased  hopes  V 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  "this  is  the  case  with  our  housemaid  ; 
slie  plays  regularly  every  weekT  and  when  without  means 
she  pawns  her  earrings  or  chains  for  a  trifling  sum,  to 
continue  the  game.  Her  husband  is  a  good-for-nothing 
fellow,  who  ventures  his  wages  also,  and  swallows  up 
the  rest  of  her  earnings,  so  that  literally  she  is  at  times 
in  distress,  and  unable  to  buy  clothes,  though  she  has 
lived  with  us  for  sixteen  years  !  On  Saturdays  she  joins 
the  expectant  crowd  which  collects  round  each  of  the 
branch  offices,  to  await  the  tidings  of  what  five  numbers 
have  been  drawn  at  the  chief  office,  and  when  the  result 
is  known,  the  faces  of  blank  despair,  anger,  joy,  are 
somewhat  like  those  seen  at  a  rouge-et-noir  table. 
Reasoning  with  them  is  of  no  use,  while  they  think  they 
have  the  chance  of  getting  rich.  The  government  alone 
can  remedy  the  e  vii." 
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54  True  ;  but  how  strangely  the  prìzes  come  up  some- 
times, and  how  incomprehensible  this  theory  of  chance 
appears,  fbr  whenever  any  important  event  occurs, 
whether  merely  confined  to  a  small  district,  or  influenc- 
Ing  the  whole  town,  the  numbers  answering  to  the  lead- 
ing  circumstances  are  sought  -for  in  the  hook* — fòr  in- 
stance,  if  a  robbery  has  been  committed,  robber,  house, 
night,  may  be  fixed  upon — and  their  several  numbers 
looked  out  and  played  so  universally,  that  sometimes  no 
more  tickets  for  those  numbers  will  be  issued,  and  nino 
times  out  of  ten  they  are  the  very  ones  drawn  i  Then 
the  brandi  office  is  illuminated,  and  a  portrait  of  their 
majesties  is  festooned  and  ornamented,  although  they 
are  losers.    But  there  is  no  cheatmg.'1 

"  None.  Ninety  numbers  are  placed  in  a  kind  of 
cylinder,  which  is  turned  round  ;  two  children  stand 
beside  it  on  a  raised  platform,  and  when  the  wheel  stops, 
they  alternately  draw  out  a  number,  and  hold  it  aloft  to 
public  view  ;  it  is  then  shouted  aloud.  Five  numbers 
are  thus  drawn,  and  those  fortunate  individuals  wrho 
may  have  ali  the  five  on  one  ticket,  or  four,  or  three, 
are  winners,  and  may  immediately  receive  the  amount 
due  to  them. 

"  Sometimes  the  circumstances  attending  prizes  are 
most  singular.  A  friend  of  ours  dreamt  of  some  numbers 
to  be  played  in  the  'Florence  lottery  ;  he  started  thither 
immediately,  bought  his  ticket,  on  which  he  staked  a 
large  sum,  and  won  éÉ?1200  !  He  dreamt  a  second  time, 
and  was  again  a  winner,  though  to  a  lesser  amount. 

*  A  book  is  published,  containing  every  substantive  in  the 
language,  with  a  number  attached  to  each  ;  the  figures  do  not 
run  higher  than  90. 
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"  An  English  chemist  at  Naples  once  went  to  sleep 
in  bis  shop,  and  likewise  dreamt  of  some  figures,  wliich 
on  awaking  he  played,  andwon  several  thousand  pounds. 

" 1  remember  that  after  an  extensive  fìre  which  hap- 
pened  in  our  house,  causing  a  great  deal  of  damage, 
besides  severely  injuring  two  of  the  firemen  (who  behaved 
most  nobly,  and,  poor,  fellows,  were  not  allowed  to 
receive  any  compensation  for  their  sufferings),  ali  the 
neighbourliood  played  this  event  in  the  lottery,  and  won 
extenswely. 

"  One  more  incident,  and  then  I  will  tax  your  pati  enee 
no  longer.  A  young  Englishwoman,  dying  of  consump- 
tion  in  the  British  Infirmary,*  dreamt  that  a  fearful 
conflagration  occurred,  perilling  the  entire  building,  with 

*  This  excellent  establishment  is  entirely  supported  by  chari- 
table  contributions,  the  English  medicai  men  resident  at  Naples 
ali  giving  their  attendance,  and  tending  the  patients  with  the 
greatest  devotion.  It  originated  about  eighteen  or  twenty  years 
ago,  from  the  pity  felt  by  some  English  gentlemen  at  the  hard 
treatment  experienced  by  poor  British  seamen  in  the  native  hos- 
pital, where,  besides  every  effort  being  made  to  render  them 
perverts,  they  witnessed  the  brutal  usage  practised  during  ampu- 
tations,  or  other  operations.  Every  agonized  scream  was  met 
with  blows,  the  operation  itself  being  performed  on  the  sufferer's 
bed,  alongside  the  couch  of  some  other  unfortunate,  who,  besides 
the  horror  of  such  a  sight,  might  perhaps  be  awaiting  his  own 
tura  to  undergo  a  similar  trial.  Such  scenes  could  not  but  awaken 
the  synipathy  of  English  hearts  for  honest  Jack  !  The  noble 
little  infirmary  was  the  result,  and  has  been  maintained  in  spite  of 
heavy  difficulties.  Ali  merchant  seamen  are  admitted — that 
hardly  treated  race — and  any  other  English  who  may  be  in  dis- 
tress, therefore  my  countrymen  will  readily  perceive  what  a  cali 
there  is  here  for  their  charity  towards  their  suffering  brothers, 
when  they  themselves  are  enjoying  the  benefit  their  health  re- 
ceives  from  a  mild  winter  spent  at  bella  Napoli  ! 
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the  lives  of  its  unhappy  inmates,  when  the  Protestant 
clergyman  arrived,  and  rescued  her.  She  played  three 
uumbers,  priest^  jire,  hospital;  they  carne  up,  and  she 
won  =£200,  which  enabled  her  to  pay  her  passage  to 
England,  instead  of  being  sent  there  as  a  pauper,  which 
was  about  to  be  done." 

"  Strange  !    What  became  of  her,  poor  thing?" 

"  She  died  on  board  when  the  vessel  reached  the 
ri  ver  !" 
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CHAPTER  XXXIL 

This  morning  broke  sombre  and  cloudy,  the  air  was 
cooler,  and  everything  betokened  coming  rain  ;  and  in 
the  aftemoon  it  did  come  in  good  earnest,  "  like  pitch- 
forks  with  their  prongs  downwards  !"  A  storm  amid  these 
mountains  is  no  trifle,  I  can  assure  you.  Yet,  in  spite 
of  one's  terror,  the  scene  is  most  striking  ;  the  clouds 
hang  so  low  over  the  valley,  hiding  the  mountain  tops, 
while  the  lightning  darts  about  fantastically,  like  a 
will-o'-the-wisp,  followed  by  the  thunder,  either  in  a 
eontinuous  roll,  echoed  and  re-echoed  by  the  mountains 
with  no  intermission  ;  or  else  in  one  deafening,  appalling 
crash,  directly  overhead,  which  takes  away  one's  breath, 
and  leaves  one  ali  pale  and  shaking,  thinking  of  good  old 
Jeremy  Taylor 's  words,  that  he  who  "  dances  briskly" 
during  a  thunderstorm,  "  is  possessed  with  a  firm  immo- 
desty  !"    But  no  fear  of  that  at  La  Cava. 

Then  ensues  a  torrent  of  hail  stones,  each  the  ske  of 
a  large  cherry  or  nut  ;  rivers  of  water  enter  at  ali  the 
crazy,  ill-closed  windows,  the  house  is  flooded  in  a  trice, 
and  if,  during  the  hurry-scurry  in  the  household,  which 
is  the  consequence,  one  chances  to  look  out  of  the  window. 
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there  is  a  perfect  .rainbow  in  the  sky,  with  one  foot  in 
the  garden,  and  the  other  against  old  St.  Liberatore, 
clothing  his  rugged  side  in  fairy-like  attire.  Then  the 
sun  shines,  the  clouds  fly  away  as  if  by  magic,  the 
frightened,  silenced  birds,  renew  their  twittering,  and  the 
cicale  their  sawing,  and  no  evidences  of  a  storni  remain, 
but  a  damp  house  and  weeping  trees. 

The  colonnade  to-day  looked  something  like  an  ice- 
house,  from  the  heaps  of  hailstones  which  had  accuinu- 
lated  there,  and  the  poor  0— — s  had  half  their  rooms 
deluged  ;  the  confusion  produced  some  merriment,  for 
we  had  to  walk  about  with  our  petticoats  tucked  up,  and 
sundry  wise  comparisons  were  made  between  English 
and  Neapolitan  country  houses. 

The  little  imps  in  the  road  enjoyed  the  event  mightily, 
and  breaking  loose  from  their  comfortless  tents,  paddled 
about  in  the  sloppy  lane,  concocting  mud-pies  and  giving 
their  dirty  little  feet  a  touch  of  cold  water  for  once  in  a 
way  ;  apparently  not  to  their  mother's  satisfaction,  for 
some  issued  in  wrathful  mood,  and  while  cuffing  and 
thumping  the  luckless  offenders  with  no  light  hand,  sent 
them  in-doors  in  a  trice,  screaming  ali  the  time  at  the 
highest  pitch  of  their  voices  ! 

"  What  she-devils  those  peasant  women  are!"  ex- 

claimed  E  in  a  rage  ;  "  they  treat  their  children  as 

if  they  were  donkeys  !" 

"  Yes,  one  minute  ;  and  the  next  they  smother  them 
with  endearments,  and  spoil  them  to  their  heart's  content. 
But  the  poor  donkeys  gei  nothing  but  blovvs,  though 
they  are  worked  hard  enough,  God  knows  !  I  wonder 
whether  an  English  donkey  would  own  relationship  to 
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its  Neapolitan  confrère,  with  its  poor  galled  back  and 
lean  sides  V 

u  They  are  a  cruel  race,"  said  E  ;  "  the  very 

way  they  treat  their  children  shows  it,  being  merely  to 
gratify  the  feeling  of  the  moment,  as  a  trifling  offence  is 
sometimes  visited  with  condign  punishment,  and  a  real 
and  serious  fault  passed  over  without  notice.  In  this, 
high  and  low  are  alike  ;  for  little  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
instead  of  being  sent  to  bed  at  proper  hours,  are  suffered 
to  join  their  parents'  late  dinner-table,  drinking  cham- 
pagne and  other  wines,  till  their  poor  little  heads  are 
like  merry-go-rounds,  and  afterwards  spend  half  the 
night  at  the  opera.  They  are  never  to  be  tlrwarted,  but 
if  the  pretty  dears  cry,  their  tears  are  stopped  by  the 
present  of  a  new  gold  watch  or  bracelet,  which  when 
broken  or  lost,  is  replaced  by  another,  only  to  share  a 
similar  fate.  Stili,  at  times,  they  use  the  rod  unspar- 
ingly,  as  it  is  their  only  idea  of  punishment.  What  an 
education  !  " 

"Or  no  education?"  I  said.  "  It  is  the  result  of 
ignorance,  for  they  certainly  love  their  children,  though 
they  show  it  in  a  wrong  way.  I  suppose  they  begin  to 
see  that  we  do  better,  from  their  great  desire  to  procure 
English  nurses  and  governesses,  though  the  latter  are 
often  only  maids,  who  pass  themselves  off  for  competent 
instructresses  ;  and  Neapolitan  mammas  are  generally 
oblicred  to  be  satisfied  with  their  word  for  their  abilities. 
"T  is  a  wonder  they  get  any  one,  for  governesses  are 
usually  obliged  to  change  their  religion  as  the  premier 
pas,  which  few  well  principled  women  would  accede  to  ; 
though  to  do  the  Neapolitans  full  justice,  they  show  this 
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ill-used  class  every  respect  and  attention,  and  this  is  but 
rarely  the  case  witli  us." 

E  pondered  this  mighty  question,  involving  the 

future  prospects  of  juvenile  Naples,  till  I  began  to  think 
he  intended  starting  some  grand  educational  scheme  for 
their  benefit. 

Those  children  who  defìed  their  mother's  anger,  stili 
amused  themselves  in  the  wet  lane,  picking  up  worms 
and  smearing  each  other  with  mud.  The  sky  was  again 
clear,  the  air  fresh  and  reviving  after  the  storni,  and  the 
gardens  and  masseria, 

"With  the  fertile  moisture  cheer'd," 

looked  green  and  bright,  seemingly  grateful  as  man 
himself  for  the  timely  relief  granted  from  the  late 
oppressive  heat. 

At  length  E  spoke. 

"  You  said  just  now  that  Neapolitans  '  certainly  love 
their  children.'  A  true  instance  of  strong  maternal  love 
was  related  to  me  the  other  day  by  a  friend,  which 
proves  that  these  common  women  have  some  real  ten- 
derness  in  them,  though  to  see  these  termagants  one 
would  hardly  believe  it  !  It  interested  me  so  much  that 
I  made  a  little  story  out  of  it,  and  if  you  would  like  me 
to  read  it  to  you,  there  is  no  time  better  than  the 
present,  since  there  will  not  be  any  going  out  this 
evening,  except  in  a  boat  !" 

"Oh!  thank  you,"  I  exclaimed;  "but  I  will  first 
summon  the  rest,  that  the  lecture  may  be  prò  bono 
publico." 

I  did  so,  and  E  began  : 

p  2 
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At  the  age  of  nineteen,  Luisella  was  left  an  orphan  in 
the  colei  world,  dependant  on  the  charity  of  her 
neighbours  for  a  roof  to  shelter  her  and  a  crust  to  eat 
— yet  neither  failed  her.  Her  father  had  been  a 
fìsherman,  industrious  but  poor,  who  died  after  a  short 
illness  ;  and  her  mother  having  preceded  htm,  she  had 
no  naturai  protectors  to  whom  she  could  look  for  aid  and 
support  :  but  the  kind  of  freemasonry  existing  amongst 
that  poor  race  of  fishers,  and  her  own  excellent  qualities, 
stood  her  in  good  stead,  as  ali  strove  to  comfort  the 
weeping  girl  after  the  body  had  been  removed,  telling 
her  how  fine  a  funeral  the  old  man  had  had,  with  white- 
robed  priests,  crimson  velvet  pai],  and  fi  ve  pezzenti  * 
followino-  ! 

Ah,  me  !  they  thought  not  of  the  hearse  which  makes 
its  nightly  rounds  to  convey  the  poor  bodies  from  the 
churches  to  one  of  the  365  pits  ! 

The  kind  people  assured  the  poor  girl  of  their  sym- 
pathy,  bade  her  dry  her  eyes  and  trust  to  them,  and  she 
did  so  :  from  that  moment  Luisella  became  public  pro- 
perty.  Ali  busy  mothers  left  their  babies  in  her 
charge,  while  she  watched  the  house  during  their 
absence  ;  and  the  men  asked  her  to  mend  their  nets, 
or  help  them  to  wash  the  fish,  and  lay  the  silvery  alici 
or  rosy  triglia  on  the  bright  green  sea-weed,  lining  the 
baskets,  as  she  always  arranged  the  pretty  shell-flsh 
with  most  taste,  and  gave  the  best  finìshing  touches  to 
the  stalls.    They  look  so  picturesque  on  summer  nights, 

*  These  are  old  men  belonging  to  a  charity,  who  receive  a  few 
grani  each  to  follow  funerals,  their  number  denoting  the  rank  and 
wealth  of  the  deceased. 
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gaìly  lit  up  and  covered  with  oysters,  muscles,  sea- 
chesnuts  with  their  sharp  spikes,  and  those  long  pink 
shells  which  Neapolitans  especially  relish,  pinching  the 
end,  and  shooting  the  wriggling  contents  into  their  wide- 
opened  mouths  ! 

Sometimes  even  the  venditore  of  snail  broth  would 
request  Luisella  to  give  his  compound  a  few  stira,  deeming 
the  contents  of  his  casserola  half  brothers  to  shell  fish  ; 
but  though  he  made  the  request  dubiously,  she  would 
consent  directly,  being  ever  ready  to  help  others. 
Grateful  for  the  kindness  she  received  from  ali,  she 
tried  to  show  her  sense  of  it  by  her  willingness  to  be 
useful,  and  by  her  love  and  care  for  ali  the  little  ones, 
who  clung  fondly  to  her  garments,  and  always  hushed 
their  pitiful  cries  when  she  took  them  in  her  arms  and 
sang  to  them  till  they  were  again  happy. 

She  often  joined  a  circle  of  women  working  at  the 
nets,  when  her  fingerà  ever  made  the  meshes  fastest,  her 
netting  needle  being  almost  invisible,  it  flew  in  and  out 
so  rapidly  ;  how  busy  their  tongues  were  then  !  what 
marvellous  stories  of  saints  and  miracles,  ghosts  and 
fairies,  were  recounted  by  each  in  tura,*  though  somehow 
they  listened  most  eagerly  to  Luisella,  ali  agreeing  that 
her  curiti  were  the  most  engrossing  and  startling  ;  at 
the  climax,  first  one  would  drop  her  portion  of  the  net, 
and  then  another,  till  ali  stopped  their  work  to  listen,  "  a 
bocca  aperta  I11 

It  was  very  pleasant  thus  to  sit  at  work  on  the  beau- 
tiful shore  of  Mergellina,  while  the  wayes,  murmuring 

*  The  Neapolitans  are  excellent  storytellers,  and  have  an  in- 
exhaustible  list,  whether  learnt  or  invented,  I  do  not  pretend  to 
know. 
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ali  the  time  a  soft  music  of  their  own,  sparkled  and 
danced  in  the  gay  sunbeams,  and  rippled  dose  to  the 
feet  of  the  women  ;  then  the  men  hauled  in  their  nets, 
cleaned  out  their  boats,  or  took  their  fish  to  market, 
though  sometimes  they  also  drew  near  the  story tellers  to 
listen,  smoking  their  long  pipes  quietly  the  while. 

When  it  grew  dark,  the  fishermen  started  in  their 
torchlit  boats  to  spear  the  silly  fish  that  rose  to  look  at 
the  flame,  while  the  women  sat  in  groups  on  the  sands, 
watching  the  distant  fires  which  cast  ruddy,  tremulous 
lines  in  the  cairn  sea,  or  listening  to  the  merry  songs 
and  soft  tones  of  guitars  borne  to  them  on  the  air  from 
neighbouring  illuminateci  trattorie,  where  gay  parties 
met  nightly  to  sup,  after  their  labours  in  the  dose  city. 
Lights  twinkled  ali  along  the  shore,  and  ever  and 
anon  a  bright  blaze  would  shoot  up  from  old  Vesuvius, 
leaving  it  the  next  instant  in  darkness,  while  the  lady 
moon  smiled  down  upon  this  scene  of  tranquil  beauty, 
and  cast  a  flood  of  glittering,  silver  sheen  upon  the  bay. 

Luisella  was  no  striking  beauty,  though  her  glowing, 
healthy  complexion,  bright  eyes  and  rich  hair,  and,  above 
ali,  her  cheerful  countenance  went  far  towards  decided 
good  looks,  and  as  the  younger  men  were  not  backward 
in  making  this  discovery,  she  had  plenty  of  suitors. 
But  Luisella  had  no  petty  vanity  in  her  nature  to  make 
her  wish  for  a  train  of  sighing  swains,  and  when  she 
yielded  her  heart  to  young  Filippo,  she  did  so  truly  and 
honestly,  giving  no  hopes  or  false  encouragement  to 
others,  to  induce  them  stili  to  pursue  the  prize. 

Stili  the  course  of  true  love  never  did,  and  never  will 
run  smooth,  and  the  young  couple  experienced  the 
common  fate  of  most  lovers.    Luisella  was  an  orphan, 
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and  her  parents  having  been  very  poor,  left  he*  no  dot, 
wherefore  Filippo's  old  father  and  mother  would  not 
welcome  a  penniless  daughter-in-law,  and  desired  their 
son  to  leave  the  vain  chit  òf  a  girl  to  somebody  elsè; 
but  he  was  finn.  He  would  not  many  against  their 
will  (he  could  not  by  the  law  of  Naples),  he  would  wait 
patiently  in  hopes  of  prevailing  in  time,  but  he  would 
never  give  up  Luisella  !  and  'tifi  no  wonder  if  then 
the  poor  girl  smiled  lovingly  upon  him  through  her 
tears,  while  courageously  bidding  him  seek  a  wealthier 
bride,  as  she  ought  not  to  encourage  rebellion.  Filippo 
only  grew  the  more  obstinate,  and  Luisella — well,  Lui- 
sella could  not  feel  very  angry  at  such  opposition  to  her 
commands. 

After  long  patient  waiting,  and  hoping  against  hope, 
in  the  vain  expectation  of  softening  the  stern  old  fìsher- 
man's  heart,  a  stronger  agent  interfered  in  their  behalf, 
and  death  removed  the  old  man.  There  had  been  little 
to  love  in  his  character,  and  although  his  son  showed 
him  every  kindness  to  the  last,  he  could  not  grieve  for 
his  loss  as  he  would  have  done  for  a  kinder  father. 
Filippo  inherited  a  good  boat  and  ali  the  fishing  tackle, 
and  having  now  a  home  to  offer  Luisella,  he  brought 
her  there  a  few  months  after  the  old  man's  death.  His 
mother  seeing  that  further  opposition  was  useless,  yielded 
a  reluctant  consent,  and  the  young  couple  were  married. 

Filippo  felt  a  proud  man  as  he  conducted  his  blushing 
bride  up  the  winding  ascent  leading  to  the  little  chapel 
of  Mergellina — Santa  Maria  del  Parto — (noted  for  the 
tomb  of  Sannazzaro)  and  overlooking  the  beautiful  bay  and 
the  sands  where  lay  his  boat,  newly  painted  in  honour  of 
the  occasion.    After  the  ceremony,  the  bride  (who  was 


216 


LA  CAVA. 


simply  attired,  though  she  wore  a  wreath  of  flowers  in 
her  jet  black  hair)  entered  a  carriage  with  four  female 
friends,  she  occupying  the  centre  and  most  comfortless 
seat,  while  the  bridegroom  followed  closely  in  another, 
attended  by  his  best  men,  and  very  sheepish  and  awk- 
ward  he  looked.  They  drove  along  the  sunny  Strada 
Nuova,  and  round  the  town,  to  the  delight  of  ali  little 
boys,  who  whistled  and  shouted  after  the  gay  cortège, 
while  passing  vehicles  eracked  their  whips  gleefully  in 
their  honour.  Then  they  proceeded  to  a  trattoria,  under 
Queen  Joan's  ruined  palace,  where  a  plentiful  supper 
ended  the  day^s  festivities  ;  the  place  was  illuminated 
for  the  occasion,  musicians  sang  and  played,  and  some  of 
the  company  danced  the  light  tarantella,  while  the  waves 
rippled  dose  to  their  feet,  and  boats  fìlled  with  pleasure- 
seekers  drew  nigh,  to  watch  the  gay  scene,  and  listen  to 
the  music. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

E — — 'S  STORY  CONTINUED. 

Luisella's  cup  of  happiness  was  nearly  full.  Her  hus- 
band  was  a  good  man  and  a  kind,  devoted  to  his  young 
wife,  who  in  her  tura  thought  him  perfection.  Filippo 
was  a  trae  specimen  of  a  Neapolitan  fisherman,  tali  and 
straight  as  an  arrow,  his  fine,  muscular  form  well  deve- 
loped  by  labour,  and  his  skin  embrowned  by  Constant 
exposure  to  ali  weathers  :  he  was  a  meet  protector  to 
the  weak  being  who  looked  up  to  him  for  help  and 
support. 

Luisella's  good  nature  had  speedily  overcome  her 
mother-in-law's  prejudice,  and  her  many  acts  of  kindness 
towards  her  neighbours,  showed  them  that  their  charity 
to  the  orphan  was  not  forgotten.  They  were  tolerably 
well  off  for  their  class,  as  Filippo's  boat  was  constantly 
afloat,  and  he  usually  went  farther  out  to  sea  than 
others  ;  and  being  fearless  and  industrious  for  the  sake 
of  his  wife,  he  prospered.  Heaven  blessed  her  with  a 
fine  boy,  and  then  indeed  she  was  happy.  She  never 
wearied  of  gazing  at  the  little,  round,  unineaning  face, 
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tracing  striking  likenesses  to  its  father,  and  at  every 
fresli  conviction  of  the  same,  giving  it  another  hug,  and 
calling  it  "  Gioja  'i  Mamma!  Figlio  mio!"  &c.  (ali 
mothers  can  supply  the  necessary  ejaculations)  ;  it  was 
always  placed  in  Filippo's  arms  imrnediately  on  his 
return  home,  after  a  hard's  night's  work,  and  the  Her- 
cules would  hold  it  awkwardly,  half  afraid  of  dropping 
the  atom,  or  injuring  it  by  his  great,  strong  fingers.  He 
was  perhaps  a  wee  bit  jealous  of  his  wonderful  son,  and 
thought  Luisella  made  too  much  of  it,  for  at  first  it 
looked  to  him  very  mueh  like  ali  other  babies,  very  red 
and  ugly,  and  when  it  squalled  on  his  giving  it  a  pinch 
in  his  gaucherie,  he  almost  thought  it  as  disagreeable  ; 
but  he  grew  wiser  (?)  in  time,  and  like  the  rest  of  the 
world,  learnt  to  think  his  goose  a  swan. 

So  matters  went  on  for  a  year  or  two.  Filippo's 
mother  died,  and  Luisella  became  mistress  of  her  little 
house  ;  she  was  always  too  busy  to  know  care  (which  is 
the  secret  of  happiness  with  wiser  people  than  this  poor 
fisher's  wife),  and  her  husband  and  child  filled  ali  her 
heart.  The  former  YvTas  healthy  and  active,  and  the 
latter  began  to  chatter  and  toddle  about,  rolling  in  the 
sancì s  for  hours  together,  picking  up  small  crabs  and 
other  marine  treasures,  which  he  hid  away  in  the  cottage 
in  various  nooks  and  corners,  whence  they  emerged  at 
unexpected  moments  to  his  mother's  great  vexation. 
But  how  could  she  scold  such  a  marvellous  child  ? 

One  morning  the  wind  chopped  round  to  the  south- 
east.  Monte  St.  Angiolo  wore  a  night-cap,  and  black 
masses  of  cloud  rose  thick  and  fast  behind  it,  driving 
threateningly  towards  Naples.  The  sea  was  less  cairn 
than  it  had  been,  and  Filippo,  being  weatherwise,  deter- 
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miiied  to  draw  in  his  nets — which  were  out — before  the 
storni  broke.  Other  fisliermen  resolved  to  follow  his 
example,  and  soon  the  beach  was  crowded  with  people 
actively  preparing  the  boats  and  pushing  them  into  the 
water,  while  the  women  ran  anrid  the  throng,  lending  a 
helping  band  when  needed. 

The  boats  were  soon  afloat,  the  men  jumped  in,  and, 
one  after  another,  shoved  off  from  the  shore.  Filippo 
took  a  hasty  leave  of  his  wife  and  child,  and  started  in 
his  stout  bark  with  another  man,  while  Luisella  retired 
in-doors  to  spin,  and  coax  her  boy  to  sleep  ;  laying  him 
in  his  basket,  she  rocked  it  gently  with  her  foot,  as  she 
chanted  a  monotonous  kind  of  lullaby,  her  fingers  plying 
the  distaff  and  spindle  busily  the  while. 

The  sea  beat  up  against  the  lava  masses  that  formed 
the  breakwater  at  Mergellina,  throwing  the  white  spray 
hio-h  in  the  air  ;  the  clouds  thickened  and  the  skv  dark- 

Cj  '  ti 

ened,  while  large  drops  of  rain  began  to  fall,  the  size  of 
crown  piece.?.  The  increasing  glooni  roused  Luisella 
from  her  day-dreams  of  future  prosperity  for  her  darling 
Filippino,  and,  leaving  him  calmi}*  sleeping,  she  went  to 
the  door,  hoping  to  perceive  her  husband's  boat  return- 
ing.  She  was  alarrned  on  seeing  how  bad  the  weather 
had  become,  the  more  so  on  finding  the  woman,  whose 
husband  had  accompanied  Filippo,  already  anxiously  on 
the  look-out  . 

4i  Oh  !  Maria,  che  brutto  tempo  !"  she  cried. 
"Davvero  !  e  maritome  che  sta  'mmiezo  mare  !" 
"  Do  you  think  there's  danger  V 
"  Che  saccio  !  'a  Maronna  ci  pozza  benedicere 
Capri  was  now  quite  hid  by  cloud  and  fog,  an  ugly 
sign  ;  the  waves  dashed  high  against  the  Castello  dell*' 
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Ovo,  and  far  out  the  breakers  were  crested  with  white 
foam,  and  tumbled  over  each  other  in  grand  confusion. 
Several  women  now  collected  on  the  beach,  regardless  of 
the  rain,  which  fell  fast,  and  of  the  wind  that  threatened 
every  instant  to  carry  them  off  their  feet.  Some  were 
loud  in  their  fears  and  lamentations,  calling  on  ali  the 
saints  for  succour,  while  others  watched  and  waited, 
straining  their  eyes  anxiously  for  the  first  glimpse  of  the 
returning  boats.  Luisella  was  one  of  these  :  clasping  her 
hands  tightly  together,  she  offered  a  fervent  prayer,  and 
then  waited  and  trusted  in  Providence. 

At  length  two  boats  were  seen  in  the  distance,  like 
black  specks,  tossing  on  the  billows  ;  they  gradually 
drew  nearer,  and  after  a  struggle  reached  the  shore, 
where  they  were  borne  high  on  the  sands  by  the  force  of 
the  waves  ;  then  the  frightened  women  crowded  round 
the  drenched  fishermen,  asking  eagerly  after  those  that 
were  stili  to  come. 

s  "  Filippo-^  boat  and  another  must  soon  arrive  ;  they 
were  follo wing,  with  their  nets  safe." 

Luisella  uttered  a  cry  of  thankfulness,  and  returned  to 
watch  ;  the  rain  fell  in  torrents,  the  wind  blew  "  great 
guns,"  and  the  waves  rolled  mountain  s  high,  but  stili 
the  poor  women  watched  and  gazed  eagerly  out  at  sea. 
At  length  three  other  boats  were  seen  approaching,  and 
the  poor  girl  recognised  her  husband's  among  the  number, 
but  it  was  evident  that  the  occupants  had  lost  ali  com- 
mand  over  their  frail  barks,  though  they  stili  endea- 
voured  to  shape  their  course,  and  save  them  from  being 
dashed  to  pieces  on  the  rocks. 

One  of  the  three  was  shortly  landed  high  and  dry 
upon  the  beach  at  some  distance  off  ;  the  others  seemed 


LA  CAVA. 


221 


making  for  Mergéllina,  and  Luisella  kept  lier  eyes 
riveted  on  her  husband's  boat,  watching  the  ìnovements 
of  the  two  figures  within  her,  one  at  the  stern.  the  other 
standing:  near  the  latteen  sail,  evidentlv  endeayourin£  to 

O  -i/O 

secure  and  saye  it  from  being  blown  to  ribbons.  But 
suddenly  her  coinpanion  Maria  uttered  a  shriek — the 
boat  had  eapsized  ! — one  of  those  fearful  squalls  common 
in  the  bay  had  struck  her,  laying  her  on  her  beam-ends, 
and  the  two  men  were  no  longer  visible  !  The  other 
bark  struck  on  the  rocks,  and  was  broken  to  pieces,  and 
some  of  the  terrified  spectators  flew  to  assist  the  fisher- 
men  ;  but  the  rest  remained,  watching  the  spot  where 
the  first  had  disappeared,  whence  a  solitary  figure  was 
now  seen  nearing  the  shore,  battling  nobly  with  the  wild 
waters.  Maria's  screams  rent  the  air  above  the  din  of 
the  elements  ;  the  fishermen  joined  hands,  and  one,  with 
a  stout  rope  secured  round  his  waist,  entered  the  raging 
sea,  to  meet  and  assist  his  worn-out  comrade.  He  suc- 
ceeded  in  reachino;  him,  and  Maria  soon  hun£  over  her 
almost  lifeless  husband,  frantic  in  her  joy  ! 

And  Luisella  ?  She  had  never  moved  from  her  first 
attitude  of  despair  when  the  boat  disappeared,  her  eye- 
balls  were  strained  unnaturally,  gazing  out  at  sea,  her 
long  black  hair,  disheyelled  by  the  wind,  floated  wildly 
to  the  storm,  her  garments  were  drenched,  her  form  was 
rigid — she  neither  wept  nor  spoke  ! 

Maria's  husband  was  carried  home  to  be  placed  in  bed, 
and  then  the  sorrowing  neighbours  fiocked  round  Luisella, 
and  tried  to  persuade  her  to  return  in-doors,  but  she 
appeared  to  be  quite  insensible,  till  at  length  one  weeping 
woman  mentioned  Filippino,  and  then  she  suffered  them 
to  lead  her  to  her  desolate  home. 
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That  day's  agony  blanched  Luisella' s  raven  locks,  and 
made  her  an  aged  woman  ! 

The  storni  liaving  abated  on  the  following  day, 
Filippo's  body  was  recovered,  it  being  found  entangled 
with  some  of  the  boafs  gear,  which  liad  prevented  him 
from  striking  out  (for  he  was  an  excellent  swimmer). 

It  was  decently  interred,  and  then  the  kind- 
hearted  people  renewed  their  offices  of  sympathy  and 
love  towards  the  poor  widow  and  her  fatherless  boy, 
She  was  grateful,  very  grateful,  but  would  not  be  per- 
suaded  to  relinquish  her  determination  to  quit  her  now 
dreary  home,  and  remove  from  the  seaside  ;  the  sight  of 
its  cairn,  glassy  surface — now  so  peaceful,  glittering  in 
the  sunbeams  and  covered  with  busy  boats,  as  it  used  to 
be  when  his  was  anione  them — was  ao-Quizino-  to  her  ! 
Tlierefore,  taking  a  tearful  leave  of  ali  her  old  home- 
friends,  she  removed  into  the  heart  of  the  town,  and 
there,  in  one  poor  room  of  a  wretched  house,  in  a  narrow 
lane,  where  a  ray  of  sunshine  was  a  rare  visitor,  dwelt 
the  poor  widow,  toiling,  day  and  night,  to  support  her- 
self  and  her  child — her  treasure,  her  beautiful  boy  !  For 
he  was  beautiful  ;  and  the  look  of  the  lost  one,  which 
often  smiled  on  her  through  his  eyes,  was  at  once  a  joy 
and  a  grief  to  Luisella. 

On  Sundays  and  fète  days,  the  mother  and  child  left 
the  dose,  unhealthy  lanes  for  the  open  roads,  to  gladden 
their  eyes  with  Heaven's  own  blue,  and  inhale  the  pure, 
fresh,  country  air  ;  but  even  then  the  poor  widow  often 
suffered  torture,  as  Filippino  could  not  forget  the  bright 
sea,  and  the  pleasant  sancls,  where  he  used  to  play,  and 
pick  up  shells  and  other  pretty  things.  Thus,  when  the 
lovely  bay  burst  on  their  view  in  many  a  country  stroll,, 
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the  boy  would  clap  his  little  hands  in  joy  and  point  to 
it,  pulling  his  mother's  gown  to  make  her  turn  ber 
averted  gaze  ;  and  then  be  would  ask  why  tbey  did  not 
live  near  the  beautiful  sea  now,  and  weep,  and  say  he 
did  not  like  the  dark,  dismal  streets. 

"  Mamma,  jammo  a  bedere  'o  mare  !"* 

"  No,  figlio  mio,  no,  gioja  "i  mamma. " 

"  Ed  ivi  sospiri,  pianti  ed  alti  quai  !" 

I  will  not  Unger  over  the  rest  of  my  story  ;  it  has 
been  sad  enough  already,  but  the  widow's  cup  of  grief 
was  not  yet  full — her  boy  was  taken  from  her  at  seven 
years  of  age.  There  was  an  epidemie  among  children, 
and  the  close  lane,  together  with  the  poverty  from  which 
these  unfortunates  suffered,  did  not  allow  of  hope  or 
recovery  to  "  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  was 
a  widow  !"  She  bowed  her  head  meekly,  saying,  "  Sia 
fatt'  a  volontà  Iddio  !" 

Several  years  ago,  a  friend  of  mine  proceeded,  one 
afternoon,  to  the  beautiful  Campo  Santo,  on  business, 
when  he  observed  a  poor  woman  kneeling  beside  a  tiny 
grave,  lost  in  prayer.  He  was  obliged  to  return  the 
following  day,  and  again  he  perceived  the  mourner  at 
the  same  place,  where  she  remained  for  a  couple  of  hours, 
after  which  she  rose  from  her  knees,  and  slowly  left 
God's  Acre. 

Curi^sity  to  know  her  story  induced  him  to  follow  her 
to  her  home,  which  proved  to  be  in  one  of  the  dirtiest 
and  most  retired  parts  of  the  city.  He  inquired  amongst 
the  neighbours,  and  was  told  that  la  buona  donna,  as 
they  affectionately  called  her,  had  lived  and  laboured  for 
*  Mamma,  andiamo  a  vedere  il  mare. 
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her  child  alone  sirice  the  death  of  lier  husband,  but  that 
he  also — her  idol,  her  life,  her  ali — had  been  taken 
away,  leaving  her  poor  in  the  heart's  wealth  as  well  as 
in  worldly  means  !  Seventeen  years  of  loneliness  had 
then  passed  over  her  head,  and  yet  in  sunshine  and  rain, 
winter  and  summer,  she  stili  visited  her  boy's  grave, 
daily,  for  two  hours  in  the  afternoon,  from  three  till  flve. 

But  her's  was  no  selfish  sorrow  ;  she  rose  at  daylight, 
that  the  hours  she  devoted  to  the  memory  of  her  child 
might  not  interfere  with  her  other  duties  ;  she  was  ever 
ready  to  attend  a  sick  bed,  to  cheer  the  afflicted,  and 
help  the  needy  to  the  utmost  of  her  power,  forgetting 
her  own  grief  in  her  wish  to  comfort  their's,  her  sole 
consolation  in  this  dreary  worid  and  in  her  desolate  life, 
being  the  tears  and  prayers  she  offered  by  the  side  of 
that  flowery  grave  to  the  Throne  of  Mercy. 

She  continued  her  daily  visit  for  other  six  years, 
making  in  ali  twenty-three  years  of  loving  devotion,  and 
and  then  she  also  entered  into  her  rest.  The  neighbours 
lost  a  kind  friend  at  her  death,  as  she  was  a  true  Sa- 
maritan,  and  the  remembrance  of  "la  buona  donna1"'  is 
stili  fondly  treasured  in  their  memories. 

Poor  Luisella  !    Peace  be  with  thee  ! 

E  ceased  reading,  and  for  a  brief  space  ali  were 

silent,  till  K  asked,  with  tearful  eyes,  "  Is  that 

really  true  V  • 

"  It  is  true,"  he  replied. 

"  I  know  of  but  one  instance  which  can  at  ali  equal 

it/^said  K  ,  after  a  pause  :  "it  was  the  devotion  of 

a  mother  to  her  crippled,  idiot  son,  on  whom  she  suffered 
no  one  to  wait  but  herself,  and  used  to  drag  him  about 
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in  her  arms,  for  sickness  made  him  but  a  light  weight  ; 
he  died  at  seventeen  or  eighteen,  and  the  night  after  the 
funeral,  when  the  snow  lay  deep  on  the  ground,  she  left 
her  home,  and  breaking  a  hole  in  the  ice  which  covered 
the  river,  she  lay  down  with  her  face  in  it,  and  so  died 
of  a  broken  heart  !"* 

*  Both  these  are  facts. 
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CHAPTEB  XXXIV. 

Yesterday  the  sound  of  a  carriage  and  horses'  bells, 
follo wed  by  a  rap,  announced  a  visitor — "  tirez  la  bobi- 
nette  et  la  chevilette  ckerra  !" — the  servant  ran  first  to 
the  latch-string  (Puss  assisting),  and  then  to  the  staircase, 
and  afterwards  ushered  in  our  dear  old  friend,  Monsieur 
de  H  — . 

"  Thrice  welcome,  dear  friend  !"  we  exclaimed,  crowd- 
ing  round  to  press  the  kincl  hand,  and  greet  the  absentee 
of  many  years. 

"  People  never  meet  exactly  as  they  parted  !"  Alas, 
no  !  Faces  are  changed,  white  hairs  often  mingle  with 
dark  locks,  and  time  and  anxiety  leave  their  impress  on 
former  smiling,  careless  countenances,  though  few  think 
of  this  in  the  first  joy  of  meeting,  and  ali  that  has  been 
endured  is  not  remembered.  But  when,  the  first  words 
over,  questions  are  asked,  ah  me  !  how  memory  wakes, 
and  sorrow  bestirs  itself,  while  eyes  glisten  in  answering, 
and  smothered  sighs  escape  the  trembling  lips,  yet 
"  Look  not  mournfully  into  the  Past.  It  comes  not 
back  again/1 

It  was  evening  ere  we  recollected  to  find  houseroom 
for  our  guest,  and  I  sought  the  0  s  in  their  little 
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garden,  to  teli  our  difficulty  ;  seated  in  the  green  arm- 
cliairs,  they  were  having  coffee  by  the  light  of  the 
solemn  stars,  Don  Felice  realizing  his  name  in  the 
enjoyment  of  a  villainous  cigar  ! 

I  fancy,  if  there  were  no  niece,  he*  would  not  be  so 
Constant  in  his  attentions  to  the  old  ladies,  good  souls  ! 
escorting  them  in  their  night ly  walk  down  the  lane, 
along  the  bit  of  road  at  the  end,  and  home  through  the 
villane.  Neither  would  he  sit  with  them  on  the  stone 
bendi  opposite  the  house,  nor  whistle  a  summons  when- 
ever  he  passes  beneath  their  Windows,  for  though  Donna 
Baffaele  may  be  an  excellent  aunt,  her  face  does  not 
look  handsome  enough  in  the  cadre  of  a  window-frame, 
for  him  to  wish  always  to  behold  it. 

He  talks  of  turning  monk,  the  only  thing  he  can  be, 
for  his  father  will  not,  or  cannot  heip  him  to  a  profession, 
and  his  learnino-  is  not  very  great,  althou°ii  Donna 
Errichetta  declares  he  is  istruito,  and  promises  endless 
blessings  if  we  will  get  him  some  situation,  as  these 
Cavesi  think  the  Ingresi  ali  potent.  In  the  meantime 
he  wanders  about  shooting  sparrows,  and  sending  random 
shots  into  our  rooms,  or  overlooks  the  workmen  who 
are  repairing  a  wall  ;  he  does  any  little  job  that  is 
required,  from  making  a  bench  for  the  garden,  to  mend- 
ing  a  Bramali  lock  found  to  be  mysteriously  choked 
with  sealing  wax. 

Of  an  evening  the  old  aunts  command  his  services, 
and  he  walks  and  sits  quite  properly  by  their  side.  The 
other  night,  as  I  was  on  the  balcony  after  tea,  when  the 
fireflies  had  gone  to  bed,  and  only  the  stars  twinkled, 
I  saw  the  party  return  from  their  aceustomed  walk. 
The  aunts  entered  the  garden,  while  Don  Felice  and 
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Donna  Errichetta  remained  without  at  the  gate,  con- 
versing  in  eager  whispers  ;  but  soon  the  old  ladies 
returned  ;  the  earnest  conversation  was  exchanged  for 
general  talk,  and  shortly  ali  separated  ;  the  ladies 
entered  the  wicket,  but  I  noticed  that  one  lingered  an 
instant  with  the  young  man  ere  she  followed,  and  when 
they  parted,  he  looked  back  and  repeated  often,  "  a 
domani  sera  !"  Poor  things,  truly  they  bave  need  of 
much  love  and  hope  to  sweeten  their  patience  ! 

The  O  s  kindly  gave  up  a  pretty  corner  room  for 

our  friend,  and  the  view  which  greeted  his  eyes  on 
waking  this  morning  charmed  him  ;  then  at  breakfast 
the  country  eggs  were  so  fresh,  the  ham  so  sweet,  and 
the  Castellamare  butter*  so  delicious,  covered  with  snow. 

We  have  had  plenty  to  talk  about  ali  day,  recalling 
old  times,  and  he  amusino-  us  with  anecdotes  and  remi- 
niscences  of  his  forai er  stay  at  Naples  in  an  officiai 
capacity,  some  amongst  the  rest  concerning  the  Royal 
Family.  As  they  are  authentic,  I  will  relate  a  couple, 
for  we  ali  like  to  hear  about  royalty,  as  if  they  were  not 
made  of  flesh  and  blood  like  other  folk,  and  subject  to 
the  same  hopes  and  fears,  joys  and  sorrows  (ah,  what 
sorrows  !). 

I  think  the  conversation  originated  in  his  remarking 
some  plain  work  we  were  engaged  in,  upon  which  he  said 
that  ladies  should  always  be  capable  of  doing  other  than 
mere  fancy  embroidery  and  crochet  ;  adding,  that  he 
liked  to  think  that  the  elegant  woman  who,„in  society 
can  fascinate  ali  hearers  by  her  conversation,  talents,  and 

*  It  is  brought  to  Cava  across  Monte  Finestra  twice  a  week, 
and  is  equal  to  that  of  Sorrento. 
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finished  manners,  can,  if  need  be,  in  sickness  and  trial, 
or  in  her  ordinaiy  home  life,  prove  a  nurse  and  a  com- 
fort er,  and  make  herself  of  use  in  cases  of  necessity, 
without  considering  herself  clemeaned,  or  the  beauty  of 
her  fair  hands  spoilt  thereby.  I  shall  spare  my  readers 
the  wise  sermon  he  read  us  young  ladies  on  this  head, 
and  proceed  to  the  following  anecdote,  which  he  gave  us  in 
illustration  : 

He  once  accompanied  a  friend  to  dine  en  petite  comité, 

by  royal  invitation,  with  the  late  Prince  L  of  S  , 

great  uncle  to  the  present  King  of  the  Two  Sicilies.  On 
entering  the  salon,  they  discovered  the  young  Princess, 

then  a  child,  now  the  Duchesse  <TA  ,  alone,  and 

busily  employed  at  some  coarse  needlework,  which 
excited  their  wonder. 

Monsieur  de  H  's  friend,  being  more  intimate 

than  himself,  ventured  to  express  his  surprise  that 
H.R.H.  should  do  such  ordinary  sewing,  when  the  little 
Princess  replied  : 

"  Maman  dit  qu'une  femme  doit  tout  savoir,  car  Fon 
ne  sait  jamais  ce  qui  puisse  arri  ver  !" 

Her  mother,  gentle,  wise  woman,  had  a  foreshadowing 
that  her  daughter  would  be  an  exile. 

Monsieur  de  H  \s  second  anecdote   related  to 

Francis  I.,  Emperor  of  Austria  (grandfather  of  this  little 
Princess),  who  was  singularly  quiet  and  unostentatious 
in  his  mode  of  travelling.  About  the  year  1818,  the 
Emperor  was  expected  to  visit  Rome,  and  preparations 
were  made  for  his  reception  on  a  scale  of  great  splendour  ; 
a  magnificent  tent  was  erected  outside  the  walls,  where 
Cardinal  Gonsalvi  waited  to  receive  and  welcome  his 
Imperiai  Majesty,  Monsieur  de  H  being  invited  to 
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be  preseli t  likewise.  When  the  great  man  arrived,  lo 
and  behold  !  one  carri  age  contained  him3  the  gentleman 
in  atten  dance,  one  valet,  and  ali  the  luggage  !  The 
pockets  of  the  vehicle  were  stuffed  with  miscellaneous 
articles,  and  what  especially  fixed  themselves  on  our 
friend's  memory,  were  a  pair  of  slippers  and  a  bootjack, 
visibly  protruding  from  one  of  these  receptacles  ! 

We  were  very  intimate  with  one  of  the  chamberlains 
to  the  court,  who  was  also  "gold  key,"  and  he  often  let 
us  behind  the  scenes  with  regard  to  royal  life  at  Naples. 
Shall  I  relate  a  few  instances  ? 

I  cannot  say  much  in  favour  of  old  Prince  L  of 

S— ~ — ,  whose  debts  were  overwhelming  ;  he  had  a  great 
taste  for  cookery,  in  which  he  was  an  adept,  and  animai  ly 
the  Royal  Family  had  one  or  two  picnics  to  Caserta, 
when  each  member  was  obli^ed  to  cook  some  dish,  him 
or  herself.  The  old  Prince  generally  furnished  two  or 
three  intricate  plats,  and  enjoyed  the  fun  greatly  ;  but  I 
can  answer  for  the  discomfiture  of  our  friend,  the 
equerry,  who  knew  as  much  about  cookery  as  a  baby, 
and  used  to  ask  our  advice  on  the  important  subject,  and 
declare  he  could  only  accomplish  a  few  boiled  eggs. 

The  present  Queen  Dowager,  Teresa,  had  likewise  her 
private  kitchen  at  Caserta,  where  she  used  to  employ 
herself  busily,  with  her  batterie  de  cuisine,  consisting, 
doubtless,  of  gold  saucepans  and  sii  ver  frying-pans  ; 
and  being  of  a  thrifty  disposition,  she  saved  the  elder 
children's  clothes  to  cut  up  for  the  younger  ! 

The  Caserta  mode  of  life  was  not  very  enjoyable  for 
the  poor  attendants,  who  were  only  allowed  one  miserable 
room  apiece  ;  the  King  and  Queen  used  to  retire  at 
8  o'clock,  p.m.,  which  was  the  signal  for  ali  to  retreat  to 
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their  respective  chambers  :   that  of  the  late  Duchesse 

d'A  ,  who  was  equivalent  to  our  Mistress  of  the 

Robes,  was  but  a  sorry  one,  divided  merely  by  a  canvas 
partition  from  another,  so  that  every  word  uttered  in 
either  could  be  overheard. 

At  Portici,  the  accommodation  was  equally  wretched  ; 
the  apartnient  occupied  generally  by  her  late  Royal 

Highness  Donna  A  ,  sister  of  Ferdinand  IL,  di 

felice  memoria,  was  so  small',  that  after  she  and  her 

husband,  the  Infante  Don  S  ,  had  dined,  the  lady  in 

waiting  and  chamberlain  were  served  in  the  same  room, 
and  the  servants'  meal  followed  ! 

Our  friend  amused  us  once  by  an  account  of  this 
Princessi  discomfiture  at  a  sudden  visit  from  some 
newly-arrived  Royalty,  when  she  happened  to  have  on  a 
shabby  apron,  which  she  was  obliged  to  whip  off  and 
hide  away  beneath  the  sofà  !  To  think  of  princesses  ever 
wearing  shabby  aprons  ! 

Whatever  the  faults  of  the  male,  and  some  of  the 
female,  members  of  the  Neapolitan  Royal  Family,  others 
of  the  Princesses  can  only  be  mentioned  in  high  terais 
for  their  amiable  manners  and  dispositions,  and  domestic 
qualities,  for  which  their  brother,  his  late  Majesty,  was 

likewise  remarkable.    Donna  A  —  was  one  of  these, 

and  she  used  to  say  her  reverse  of  fortune  had  been  good 
for  her,  as  when  she  was  an  Infanta  of  Spam,  she  had 
never  been  accustomed  to  wear  anything  after  it  had 
been  washed  :  her  return  to  Naples  had  taught  her 
economy. 

I  recollect  their  equerry  telling  us  he  had  bought 
H.R.H.  an  8d.  purse  at  one  of  the  bazaars  in  Toledo, 
whereupon  one  of  us  made  a  beautiful  one,  interwoven 
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with  gold  fleurs-de-lis,  which  was  offered  for  her 
acceptance.  She  was  very  fond  of  wild-duck  shooting, 
and  though  very  stout,  used  to  walk  over  the  marshes, 
attired  in  short  petticoats,  large  boots,  and  long,  loose 
name-me-nots — not  a  becoming  toilette,  to  say  the  least 
of  it! 

This  kind  lady  also  frequented  Cava,  where  she  won 
ali  hearts  by  her  charities  and  affability  ;  a  gigantic- 
donkey  was  procured  for  her  to  ride,  gray,  with  the  cross 
on  its  shoulders  ;  but  the  poor  animai  became  sadly 
shortwinded  from  the  weight  of  his  regal  burden.  It 
was  often  brought  for  our  rides,  and  then  the  donkey 
boy  entertained  us  with  full  and  particular  accounts  of 
the  Princess's  sayings  and  doings,  when  he  escorted  her 
about  the  beautiful  lanes  of  the  neighbourhood. 

When  the  present  Empress  of  Brazil  started  for  her 
new  home,  the  parting  with  her  family  was  most  dis- 
tressing,  as  they  could  hardly  hope  to  meet  again,  and 
the  sisters  were  fondly  attached  to  eaeh  other.  She  was 
not  allowed  to  take  any  Neapolitan  ladies  with  her,  so 
that  she  was  completely  severed  from  ali  forai er  ties. 
This  system  is  pursued  in  most  Neapolitan  marriages, 
when  brides  are  not  even  permitted  to  retain  any  of 
their  former  trinkets. 

The  Comtesse  de  told  us,  with  tears  in  her  eyes, 

how  she  had  pleaded  for  a  bracelet  made  of  her  mother's 
hair,  but  her  husband  would  not  allow  her  to  keep  it  : 
it  is  a  feeling  of  pride  with  some  that  their  wives  should 
bring  nothing  into  the  family.  We  travelled  with  this 
lady  during  her  honeymoon  trip,  and  she  told  us  how 
her  mother  had  entered  her  room  one  morning,  and 
asked  her  "  If  she  should  like  to  be  married?"  She 


LA  CAVA. 


233 


expressed  her  willingness,  and  was  then  inforni  ed  that 

the  Compte  de    had  made  proposals,  and  in  a 

month's  time  she  would  be  his  wife. 

Poor  bride,  while  she  was  relating  this  to  some  of  our 
party,  the  bridegroom  was  saying  to  the  rest,  "  I  always 
determined  to  marry  a  pretty  woman,  see  what  I  have 
got!" 

She  was  certainly  no  beauty,  and.  he  therefore  suffered 
her  to  o-o  alone  to  tables  d'hótes,  where  she  used  to  seek 
shelter  under  our  wings.  So  much  for  foreign  mariages 
de  convenance  !  But  to  return.  The  royal  Bosco  at 
Portici  contains  some  pretty  Swiss  cottages,  where  the 
late  King,  in  happier  days,  used  to  dine  ;  one  of  them 
was  provided  with  a  magic  table,  a  portion  of  which 
could  be  lowered  through  the  flooring,  by  means  of  a 
clumsy  apparatus,  and  sent  up  covered  with  the  different 
courses.  Here  the  merry  party  dined,  dispensing  with 
attendance,  pretty  much  as  smalìer  folk  enjoy  roughing 
it  at  a  pic-nic  ;  but  I  cannot  praise  the  royal  tablecloth, 
which  was  of  common  cottoli,  native  manufacture,  and 
being  necessarily  nailed  on  to  allow  of  the  table  opening, 
was  strikingly  designed  with  various  sauces  and  gravies  : 
but  doubtless  this  would  not  afìect  the  flavour  of  the 
viands,  and  Neapolitans  are  not  particular  about'trifles. 

A  poor  English  governess  spoke  despairingly  to  us  of 
her  sufferings  at  meal  times,  in  one  of  the  highest  fami- 
lies  (that  of  the  identical  bride  just  alluded  to),  where 
the  lady  of  the  house  despatched  her  dinner  at  railroad 
speed,  moving  about  the  room,  or  sitting  at  table,  chil- 
dren  and  ali  behaving  as  they  liked. 

I  think  good  honest  English  people,  bred  up  to  cer- 
tain  habits  and  customs  from  their  infancy,  just  as  they 
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learn  their  lessons,  would  hardly  credit  some  Neapolitan 
peculiari  ti  es,  unless  from  ocular  demonstration  ! 

"  Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  'tis  folly  to  be  wise  !" 

and  perhaps  the  Maccaroni  are  as  well  off  without  our 
refmements,  as  we  are  in  our  slaveiy  to  the  sanie  ! — qui 
sait  l  * 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

The  fattore,  or  country  man,  who  farms  the  property  of 

the  O  s,  brought  two  young  owls  to-day  for  our 

inspection,  which  had  been  recently  captured  at  La 
Grotta.  They  were  very  tame,  and  their  feathers  beau- 
tiful, but  stili  they  were  curious,  ugly  creatures  on  the 
whole,  and  their  full-moon  white  faces,  with  the  hooked 
bill  in  the  midst,  and  great  staring  eyes,  rendered  them 
sufficiently  antipatici. 

I  am  told  that  catching  owls  is  a  favourite  pursuit 
here,  which  is  easily  accomplished,  notwithstanding  the 
swiftness  and  silence  of  the  birds1  motion.  They  fly 
dose  to  the  ground,  seeking  insects,  mice,  &c.  ;  and  by 
imitating  their  cry,  the  captors  are  enabled  to  approach 
them  so  dose,  as  nearly  to  seize  them  with  their  hands. 
Often  likewise,  food  is  placed  on  a  board,  previously 
smeared  with  some  glutinous  substance,  on  which  the 
bird  alights,  and  is-thus  taken  prisoner. 

I  rambled  into  the  vineyards  and  fields  with  the 

young  niece  of  the  0  s,  Donna  Errichetta,  a  good- 

natured,  lively  girl,  who  pointed  out  to  me  the  blackened 
clusters  of  grapes,  which  smelt  quite  putrid,  and  on 
being  toudied,  turned  to  powder. 
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"  But  have  you  not  tried  the  sulphur  V  I  inquired. 
"  No,  signora,"  with  a  slirug  of  the  shoulders  ;  fc<  ma 
taluni  l'hanno  provato." 

44  Did  it  not  answer  V  I  rejoined. 
44  Oh  !  dicono  di  sì." 

'*  But  why  not  try  it  on  your  own  property,  and  save 
your  grapes  ;  surely  it  is  worth  the  trial  V 

44  Avete  ragione,  e  forse  l'anno  venturo,  se  lo  proverà  ; 
ma  il  solfo  costa  molto  !" 

So  much  for  Neapolitan  love  of  experimenting. 

Another  proprietario  pointed  out  a  mountain's  side 
which  belonged  to  him,  and  on  which  he  used  to  culti- 
vate  vines,*  the  only  things  suited  to  the  soil,  but  for 
several  years  the  o'ideum  had  invaded  his  territory,  and 
the  ground  lay  waste  instead  of  yielding  forty  botti  of 
good  wine  annually.  I  asked  him,  as  I  did  others,  why 
he  did  not  try  sulphur  to  remedy  the  evil,  and  was  only 
answered  by  a  shrug  of  the  shoulder,  and  a  44  che  so  !" 

So  much  for  the  masters,  but  those  peasants  whose  ali 
depends  on  a  patch  of  vineyard,  use  the  sulphur  with 
success,  and  where  applied  in  time,  wTe  saw  large,  weighty 
clusters  of  grapes  ripening  surely,  while  the  owner  verily 
sat  under  his  own  vine,  and  in  his  pride  pointed  out  the 
pendant  treasures  to  our  notice,  the  neighbours  gathering 
round  to  wonder  and  admire.  The  sulphur  is  puffed 
two  or  three  times  on  the  grapes,  from  a  peculiar  kind  of 
bellows,  until  they  attain  a  certain  size,  but  though 
large  and  fine,  they  look  an  unnatural  colour,  from  the 
bright  green  hue  they  assume.  One  person  told  us  the 
mischief  was  done  in  a  few  hours,  and  after  a  foggy  night, 
she  would  find  her  grapes  covered  in  the  morning  with 
the  treacherous  white  dust. 
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Leaving  the  vines,  we  remarked  the  Indian  coni  which 
grew  beneath  them,  and  which  is  valued  as  much  as 
wheat.  The  husks  when  dried,  are  used  in  the  beds,  or 
sacconi,  over  which  a  mattress  is  placed.  High  and  low 
among  the  natives  have  them  and  being  frequently 
changed,  they  are  cool  and  clean,  but  the  rustling  noise 
they  produce  on  the  slightest  motion,  is  sufficient  to  dis- 
turb  the  slumbers  of  non-habitués.  When  young  and 
tender,  the  spikes  or  ears  are  excellent  to  eat,  boiled  or 
roasted,  and  the  poor  make  a  coarse  kind  of  bread  froni 
the  meal.  It  is  pretty  to  see  the  spikes  wrapt  up  so 
carefully  in  their  foliaceous  envelopes,  while  the  styles 
forni  a  long  silken  tassel  at  the  extremity,  which,  by  the 
way,  I  wonder  some  speculating  individuals  have  not 
turned  to  account,  now  that  silk  gowns  threaten  at  no 
distant  day  to  be  numbered  with  the  past.  When  in 
flower,  ladies  can  hardly  find  a  more  graceful  ornament 
for  their  hair,  than  this  useful  plant  affords. 

Donna  Errichetta  then  volunteered  to  take  me  by  a 
short  cut  to  the  caves  of  Bunea,  and  on  my  acquiescing, 
we  set  off,  she  leading,  and  I  following,  by  a  headlong 
descent,  which  may  have  been  actually  a  short  cut,  but 
which  took  twice  the  time  of  the  regular  route,  in  order 
to  save  our  necks.  Stili  the  novelty  charmed,  and 
through  vineyard  tracts  and  woody  paths,  we  gradually 
descended  the  mountain  side  from  our  paese  of  Casta- 
gneto, till  we  found  ourselves  in  the  Valley  of  Bunea,  at 
the  village  of  Molino.  After  a  moment's  rest  and 
laughter  at  such  an  unladylike  descent  (except  that  at 
Cava,  fine  ladyism  is  quite  out  of  the  question,  and  is 
discarded  together  with  smart  attire),  my  guide  led  the 
way  through  the  neatest  and  prettiest  of  vineyards,  at 
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wliose  extremity  was  a  ruinous  fountain  that  afforded  us 
a  refreshing  drausdit  of  cold  water. 

Here  we  saw  some  old  arcades  covered  with  beautiful 
moss  and  that  most  lovely  of  ferns,  the  delicate  Capelli 
venere,  or  lady's  hair.  In  the  "  Ist.  di  Cava,"*  mentimi 
is  made  of  one  grotto  as  containing  many  chambers, 
thereby  supposed  to  have  formerly  been  the  Chapel  of 
Santa  Barbara,  but  whether  these  arcades  are  ruins  of 
the  chapel  I  cannot  teli,  though  I  certainly  saw  no 
cavern  of  any  depth.  Higher  np  the  valley,  I  believe, 
there  is  another  cave,  but  I  liked  not  the  approach,  and 
therefore  clid  not  examine  it. 

Quitting  the  arches,  the  padrona  of  the  vineyard,  who 
did  the  honours  of  her  territory,  showed  us  a  steep, 
narrow  patii,  which  Donna  Errichettaf  nimbly  mounted, 
but  my  town  education  rendering  me  slower  in  my 
movements,  a  rosy  peasant  girl  pushed  and  dragged  me 
up  this  ascent,  which  led  to  some  more  cavernous  won- 
ders.  Entering  a  ruined  arch,  I  reached  a  patch  of  level 
ground,  and  saw  the  yawning  gaps  dignified  by  the  name 
of  caves  and  the  notices  of  historians.  The  walls  were 
striped  in  black  and  tan,  which  is  commonly  seen  about 
here,  and  which  a  friend  told  me  made  them  resemble 
Egyptian  ruins.  There  was  but  little  to  see  ;  the  peasants 
had  laid  up  their  winter  stock  of  fìrewood  here,  and  fearful 
of  the  loose  soil  giving  way,  I  did  not  care  to  explore. 

In  the  history  before  mentioned,  these  caves  are  sup- 
posed by  Beltrano  (p.  172)  and  Polverino  (p.  147)  to 

*  By  Gio.  Alfonso  Adinolti. 

f  In  the  country,  the  old  Italian  ."Don"  and  "Donna"  are 
stili  in  general  use,  though  discarded  among  the  higher  classes  at 
aSTaples,  for  the  modem  and  Frenchified  "  Signore,"  "  Signora." 
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bave  been  used  by  the  ancient  Marcinesi  as  places  of 
refuge,  wlien  scattered  over  the  country  by  the  devas- 
tating  arms  of  Genserie,  king  of  the  Vandals,  in  455. 

Another  writer,*  however,  justly  observes,  that  these 
eaves  give  no  sign  of  forraer  habitation  (excepting  the 
arcades  supposed  to  have  belonged  to  a  chapel),  and  to 
cite  bis  words  : — "  Non  conservando  alcuna  di  esse  resi- 
duo di  antica  fabbrica  nè  apparendovi  alcuna  chiusura 
artificiale,  onde  riparare  contro  le  fiere  e  le  intemperie 
delle  stagioni,  essendo  gP  ingressi  spaziosissimi  ed  irrego- 
tari,  oltreché  abbondano  nell'  interno  di  stalattie  e  sta- 
lammite,  che  sono  opere  di  secoli,  ed  effetto  dei  geli,  e 
tolte  quelle  di  difficile  accesso,  o  minaccianti  rovina,  e 
quelle  che  tramandono  acqua,  tutte  le  altre  sono  di  così 
breve  fondo,  che  mal  potrebbero  accogliere  poca  gente  : 
che  perciò  il  pensarle  un  tempo  abitate  da  uomini  an- 
corché licantropi,  sembra  una  pura  chimera." 

Resting  ourselves  on  some  faggots,  we  gazed  on  the 
narrow  valley  below  us  :  at  that  spot  large  masses  of 
rock  were  tumbled  about,  which  fell  from  the  over- 
hanging  cliffs  with  a  thundering  crash  on  Christmas-day, 
1796,  arousing  echoes  far  and  near  among  the  moun- 
tains,  and  shaking  the  ground  like  an  earthquake,  to  the 
consternation  of  the  neig^puring  villages.  The  moun- 
tains  formed  green  walls  on  three  sides,  the  Valley  of 
Eunea,  a  cui  de  sac,  narrowing  and  darkening  to  the 
right  as  it  terminated  at  La  Grotta,  and  opening  to  the 
left  on  Molino  and  the  Salerno  high  road,  with  Vietri  in 
the  distance.  At  our  feet  lay  a  miniature  artificial  lake, 
formed  by  the  waters  falling  from  the  rocks  above,  and 
dammed  up  by  a  strong  wall,  its  sides  being  clothed  in 
*  Summonte.    Lib.  i.,  cap.  12. 
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ferns  and  grasses,  through  which  countless  rills  were 
trickling,  one  larger  than  the  rest,  tumbling  and  brawling 
down  the  inountain's  side. 

Leaving  our  elevation  and  descending  to  the  plain,  we 
crept  under  the  largest  block  (a  rock  in  itself),  and 
stooping  nearly  doublé,  found  a  narrow,  steep  patii, 
following  which,  we  gained  the  summit  of  the  wide  wall 
and  the  brink  of  the  waters,  and  gazed  into  their  cairn, 
transparent  depths.  They  presented  ali  the  colours  of 
the  rainbow,  and  appeared  like  a  large  sheet  of  mother-o'- 
pearl,  so  varied  were  the  hues,  from  the  brightest  silver 
to  the  darkest  green,  or  most  delicate  blue,  while  the 
waters  were  so  clear  that  every  variety  of  water-plant 
was  distinctly  visible  growing  beneath  them,  like  a  per- 
fect  garden.  The  frail  Lady's  Hair  hung  in  thick 
bunches  above,  kissing  the  lake,  while  the  bare  rock  from 
which  the  masses  below  were  detached,  frowned  threaten- 
ingly  overhead,  and  startled  one  from  its  dangerous 
appearance. 

Reluctantly  we  tore  ourselves  away  from  the  magic 
of  the  scene,  for  willingly  would  I  have  remained  gazing 
long  into  the  ever-varying  waters  below,  but  the  shadows 
of  night  carne  on  apace,  and  we  had  far  to  go  ere  reaching 
home.*  jfc 

That  night  I  dreamt  I  was 

"  Where  the  rocks  of  coral  grow," 

and  of  merry  nymphs  and  sprites  holding  gay  revel  in 
old  Ocean's  watery  courts  ! 

*  On  since  visiting  this  beautiful  spot,  I  saw,  to  my  grief,  that 
the  bed  of  the  tiny  lake  was  nearly  drained,  and  the  many  streams 
were  employed  to  tura  the  wheels  of  some  neighbouring  mills  and 
paperworks  ;  I  could  have  wept  at  such  a  desecration  ! 
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CHAPTEK,  XXXVI. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Antonio  ?  You  look  as  white  as 
a  ghost!" 

"  0  eccelenza  !  c'  è  da  raccontare  !" 

"  And  you,  too,  Maria  ?  What  are  you  shivering 
about,  with  your  shoulders  shrugged  up  to  your  ears, 
and  your  hands  under  your  apron,  this  hot  night?" 

''Oh  !  signorina  mia,  è  successo  'nu  fatto  !" 

"  Ebbene,  what  is  this  fatto  ?" 

Then  ensued  a  chorus  of  voices  to  teli  the  padrone  the 
news,  which,  as  far  as  we  could  make  out,  owing  to  their 
fears  and  exaggerations,  resolved  itself  into  a  band  of 
robbers  being  in  the  vicinity,  and  a  general  onslaught 
upon  them  being  ordered  for  this  evening. 

Such  were  the  agreeable  tidings  greeting  us  on  our 
return  troni  a  late  drive  to  Nocera. 

"  Is  this  true,  Simpson  ?"  (to  our  English  maid.) 

"Oh  !  yes,  ma'am  ;  and  the  soldiers  will  come  here 
directly,  and  Don  Felice  and  Don  Ciccio  "  (short  for 

Francesco)  "  are  to  join  them  ;  and  the  ladies  0  are 

frightened  to  death,  and  I  ani  sure  / ani  !" 

R 
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"  Well,  Antonio,  see  that  the  portone  is  secured,  and 
we  will  tliink  about  the  robbers  after  tea." 

"  'Cellenza,  sì.  Ma  la  Madonna  santissima  ci  pozza 
ajutare  !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as  he  proceeded  to  do 
our  bidding. 

While  the  tea  was  being  prepared  by  the  terrified 
servants  with  shaking  hands  and  trembling  limbs  (for  a 
feather  suffices  to  knock  down  the  courage  of  a  Neapo- 
litan),  I  repaired  to  the  colonnade,  hoping  to  hear  some- 

thing  more  from  the  0  s.  I  found  them  assembled  in 

family  conclave  with  the  fattore  and  his  wife  Maddalena, 
in  the  patch  of  ground  at  the  back  of  the  house  ;  there 
was  no  lamp,  but  the  night  was  clear  and  starlight, 
afFording  sufficient  light  to  distinguisi!  the  outlines  of 
those  forming  the  conversazione. 

"  Buona  sera  a  loro  signore,"  I  said,  stopping  in  the 
low  doorway. 

"  Oh  !  signorina,  felice  sera,  si  accomoda  !"  pointing 
to  one  of  the  before-named  box-arm-chairs,  where  I 
accordingly  seated  myself,  trying  not  to  think  of  the 
probable  existence  of  earwigs  and  other  naturai  curio- 
sities. 

"  Ebbene  Donna  Raffaele,"  I  exclaimed,  addressing 
the  elder  aunt  ;  "  che  sono  queste  storie  di  ladri,  soldati, 
chi  che  mi  stanno  raccontando  V 

Like  our  servants  before  them,  the  four  aunts,  the 
niece,  the  fattore  and  his  wife,  ali  commenced  talking  at 
once,  though  not  loud,  but  in  a  mysterious,  hurried  sotto 
voce,  which,  with  the  shadowy  forms  dimly  visible  and 
the  exciting  news,  might  have  made  the  scene  almost  a 
suitable  one  for  Mrs.  RadclifFe. 
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M  Poco  a  poco,  signori  miei  !  Parlando  insieme  non 
capisco  niente  :  un'alla  volta,  per  carità  !  " 

So  Donna  BafFaele  informed  me  in  course  of  time,  and 
with  many  interruptions  from  the  rest,  that  a  band  of 
brigands,  supposed  to  have  come  from  a  place  called 
Oilenta,  well  armed  with  rifles  and  revolvers,  and  having 
women  of  their  party,  is  reported  to  be  hiding  some- 
where  in  the  wilds  and  caves  of  the  Valley  of  Bunea. 
The  authorities  have  taken  the  matter  in  hand,  and  this 
night  the  soldiers  are  to  meet  in  the  little  square  of 
Castagneto,  and  thence  proceed  to  attack  and  disperse 
the  foe.  Don  Ciccio,  their  relation,  is  summoned  as 
eletto,  and  as  belonging  to  the  Guardia  Urbana,  to  join 
the  regular  troops,  and  his  son,  Don  Felice,  is  likewise 
to  be  of  the  party.  The  good  lady  concluded  with  a 
sigh  and  a  sob,  the  signal  for  the  others  to  begin  afresh, 
calling  urgently  on  ali  the  saints  for  assistance,  the  two 
bizocche  being  especially  fervent  and  clamorous. 

If  true,  this  is  far  from  a  pleasant  state  of  things  ! 
The  village  of  Castagneto  is  about  a  mile  from  La  Cava, 
situated  near  the  road  to  the  Benedictine  Monastery  ; 
there  are,  besides  our  own  villa,  only  three  or  four  good 
houses,  which  are  let,  usually,  for  summer  residences, 
while  the  rest  belong  to  the  peasants  and  are  merely 
wretched  huts.  These  enervated  creatures  are  not  at 
ali  calculated  to  prove  defenders  in  case  of  need,  though 

several  families  occupy  a  wing  of  Casa  O  ,  and  are 

tenants  of  the  family.  Country  doors  and  Windows  are 
none  of  the  best  (in  fact,  before  this  occurrence,  no  one 
thought  whether  they  were  shut  or  open)  5  a  moderate 
ladder  could  reach  the  balconies,  and  we  have,  besides, 
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the  satisfaction  of  feeling  that  we  are  dose  to  the  scene 
of  action. 

Trae,  Donna  "Raffaele  sometimes  shoulders  an  old 
fowling-piece,  with  which  she  perambulates  the  garden, 
and  commits  murder  among  the  sparrows  for  eating  her 
figs — she  might  be  of  some  use.  This  thought  is  rat  her 
cheering  ! 

We  sat  looking  at  each  other,  or  rather  at  the  "dark- 
ness  visible  "  for  a  while,  pon dering  the  mighty  question  ; 
and  then  recollecting  that  others  were  waiting  for  news 
round  the  tea-table,  I  took  my  leave,  with  a  would-be 
courageous 

"  Stiamo  a  vedere  !    Addio  a  tutti." 

"  Buonissima  notte,  signorina." 

I  must  now  note  down  the  progress  of  events  last 
night.  We  were  finishing  our  tea,  and  discussing  the 
all-important  topic  of  the  brigands,  when  one  of  the  party 
exclaimed,  "  Listen  !  " 

For  a  moment,  I  verily  believe  we  ali  thought  the 
robbers  themselves  were  upon  us  ;  but  holding  our 
breaths,  we  distinctly  heard  the  regular  tramp  of  many 
men  advancing  up  the  road.  The  sound  died  away  at 
intervals,  owing  to  the  windings  of  the  lane,  and  again 
became  audible  as  the  party  drew  nearer. 

Running  to  the  balcony,  we  saw  what  appeared  to  be 
a  strong  body  of  men,  pass  under  the  windows  ;  it  was 
too  dark  to  distinguish  them  clearly,  but  every  now  and 
then,  a  bright  gleam  showed  they  bore  arms,  and  the 
sound  of  many  feet  answered  for  their  numbers. 

On  reaching  this  house,  they  called  a  halt,  and  some 
of  them  then  proceeded  to  knock  vigorously  at  the  closed 
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doors  of  the  sturdiest  peasants  occupying  the  beforé- 
inentioned  wing  of  the  villa.  Most  of  these  poor 
wretches  had  sought  their  beds  after  a  hard  day's  toil, 
some  perhaps  earlier  than  usuai,  hoping  that  their 
darkened  hovels  would  save  them  from  this  visitation. 
"  Apri  alla  guardia  !  " 

After  repeated  thumps  and  knocks,  the  doors  were 
opened  by  the  wives,  and  the  feeble  oil  lamps  they  held 
disclosed  the  band  assembled  without.  There  were  six 
gens  d'armes,  with  their  chiefs,  and  several  of  the 
Guardia  Urbana,  also  well  armed — the  latter  being  led  by 

the  O  s'  uncle,  Don  Ciccio,  and  his  son,  Don  Felice. 

These  latter  now  summoned  their  tenants  to  follow  them 
as  volunteers  and  guides  amongst  the  intricacies  of  the 
mountains. 

"Oh  !  'ustrissimo,  mi  metto  paura,"  were  the  trem- 
bling  words  of  the  men,  as  they  rose  from  their  beds. 

"  0  povero  marito  mio,  ti  voglion  ^uccidere  !  0  beata 
Vergine  !  "  screamed  the  wives,  clinging  despairingly  to 
their  shivering  lords. 

We  could  bear  Don  Felice  arguing  :  "  Via  coraggio  ! 
non  c'è  timore  ;  se  ci  fosse  pericolo,  non  ci  saremmo  noi!  " 

That  was  an  odd  way  of  serving  His  Majesty,  according 
to  our  English  ideas,  and  our  rural  constabulary  would 
think  it  a  novel  mode  of  argument  ! 

"  Su  presto  !  non  fate  tante  chiacchiere,  il  tempo 
scorre  !  "  exclaimed  the  leader  of  the  gens  d'armes  ;  and 
after  more  weeping  from  the  women  and  entreaties  from 
the  men,  the  latter  compieteti  their  toilet,  and  fastening 
their  sharp,  formidable-looking  reaping-hooks  to  the 
leathern  band  round  their  waists,  the  party  set  off  to 
join  their  comrades  in  the  square,  where  two  otker 
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bands,  after  a  similar  beating  up  of  recruits  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood,  collected  their  forces,  amounting  to  upwards 
of  forty  men. 

The  women,  left  at  home  alone,  made  common  cause, 
huddling  together  in  the  road,  or  in  their  cabins, 
carrying  on  whispered  conversations  among  themselves, 

or  with  the  O  s  from  their  Windows.    The  younger 

ones  were  full  of  excitement  and  curiosity,  the  married 
ones  drowned  in  tears  and  lamentations.  No  one  thought 
of  going  to  bed  till  something  more  was  learnt  of  the 
proceedings,  and,  therefore,  by  way  of  raising  our  spirits, 
ali  the  peasants  contributed  their  mite  of  news  respecting 
these  desperate  foes,  who,  amongst  other  deeds,  attacked 
a  gentleman  the  other  day,  whom  they  robbed  and 
severely  beat,  on  his  refusing  to  answer  their  questions 
as  to  which  houses  were  worth  robbing. 

u'Tis  a  pity  for  them,  they  don't  come  now,  for 
there  are  no  men  left  in  the  paese,  and  they  might  rob 
the  houses  and  carry  off  ali  these  belle  figliuole  into  the 
bargain!"  I  said  "Come  vi  pare  Carmela?  Should 
you  like  to  be  carried  off  by  a  bold  brigand  ?"  I  added, 
turning  to  the  village  belle. 

"  Oh,  "ustrissima  !  e  povero  "Tonio  mio  ?" 

"  Ah  f  to  be  sure,  I  forgot  '  Tonio  !" 

At  eleven  o'clock  some  of  the  peasants  returned  for  a 
brief  space,  but  they  were  again  ordered  off.  This 
morning,  however,  we  are  told  the  expedition  was 
fruitless,  and  whispers  are  heard  that  there  is  some 
politicai  reason  at  the  bottoni  of  the  affair. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

Beautiful  Cava  !    As  I  write  now 

"  Of  former  scenes,  of  days  gone  by  !  " 

As  I  write,  living  in  a  northern  dime,  with  autunni 
days  fast  changing  into  wintry  ones,  raemory  lingers 
lovingly  on  the  happy  suramer  hours  passed  among 
those  glorious  mountains  ! 

We  had  many  friends  there,  visitors  like  ourselves 
for  the  season,  and  ali  heartily  enjoying  the  rural  life  we 
led,  so  free  from  ali  the  fashionable  restraints  of  town 
existence.  Uniting  in  donkey  and  walking  expeditions, 
we  left  few  parts  of  the  neighbourhood  unexplored  ;  and 
riding  in  Indian  file  through  the  woods,  or  over  the 
breezy  mountain  tops,  we  raised.  the  glad  echoes  with 
our  songs  and  raerry  choruses,  which  perchance  were 
wafted  over  the  cairn  waters  of  Salerno  bay,  to  cheer  the 
toil  of  the  patient  fisherman.  Then  we  would  return  to 
each  other's  houses  for  the  evening  repast,  and  laugh  at 
our  household  deficiencies,  when  two  china  coffee-pots, 
serving  for  tea  and  milk,  were  provided  by  the  padrone 
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di  casa,  who  wondered  at  the  odd  taste  of  the  forestieri, 
in  liking  to  drink  medicina  for  pleasure  ! 

Afterwards,  music  and  chatting  made  the  evening  pass 
pleasantly,  or  else  one  gifted  member  of  the  party  com- 
posed  those  delicious  melodies,  which  have  since  delighted 
the  musical  world,  but  were  first  called  forth  by  the 
"bianca  luna"  and  romantic  beauties  of  La  Cava. 

Oh  !  dear  friends,  scattered  as  we  are  by  the  world's 
chances,  far  apart  from  each  other,  per  chance  ne  ver  to 
meet  again  on  earth,  will  not  these  pages,  should  they 
reach  your  eyes,  remind  you  of  that  bright  "  tempo  pas- 
sato/'when  "  we  held  sweet  converse  together?"  Will 
you  not  mentally  revisit  with  me  those  places  I  am  here 
endeavouring  to  describe,  and  recali  to  mind  the  scenes 
which  together  we  laughed  at,  or  admired  \ 

"  Do  you  remember  ali  the  happy  meetings 

In  suramer  evenings  round  the  open  door? 
Kind  looks,  kind  words,  and  tender  greetings  ? 
And  clinging  hands  whose  pulses  beat  no  more  ? 
Do  you  remember  these  ?" 

Mrs.  Norton. 

Yesterday  we  proceeded  on  donkeys  to  visit  the 
Monastery  of  the  Trinità  ;  the  road  is  kept  in  excellent 
order  by  the  abbot,  and  has  beautiful  hedges  on  each 
side,  filled  with  wild  flowers,  cyclamen,  periwinkle, 
Venus's  looking  glass,  &c.  ;  many  lovely  specimens  of 
the  orchis  tribe,  the  bee  orchis  amongst  the  number, 
grow  also  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  convent,  but  ali 
such  treasures  are  thrown  away  upon  the  natives,  who 
scarce  know  the  difference  between  a  hothouse  flower 
and  a  cabbage  stump  ! 
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The  monastery  is  situateci  at  the  extremity  of  the 
narrow  and  cleep  ravine  called  Bunea,  and  is  therefore 
hid  from  view,  except  from  one  or  two  spots.  The  road 
terminates  abruptly  at  the  entrance  of  the  building,  the 
front  of  which  is  most  iDsignifìcant,  and  having  Windows 
with  balconies  and  Venetian  blinds,  it  looks  like  a  mix- 
ture  of  dwelling-house  and  chapeh 

As  high  mass  was  being  celebrated  in  the  latter,  we 
entered,  and  had  an  opportunity  of  hearing  the  celebrated 
organ,  on  which  the  aria  di  tenore  from  Beatrice  di 
Tenda,  "  Come  t'adoro  e  quanto"  was  play  ed,  and 
adapted  to  the  Virgin  !  Some  other  opera  airs  were 
rattled  over  with  a  total  disregard  to  the  sanctity  of  the 
place,  or  the  suitableness  of  the  time.  The  singing  and 
chanting  were  execrable,  and  thus  my  expectations, 
which  had  been  raised  to  a  high  pitch  from  the  accounts 
I  had  received  of  the  organ  (which  is,  1  believe,  one  of 
the  best  in  Italy),  fell  suddenly  to  zero. 

No  devotion  was  manifested  during  the  service  by 
worshippers  or  priests  ;  the  latter  I  saw  laughing  at  each 
other,  while  muttering  their  Latin,  and  joining  their 
hands  Romanist  fashion,  and  at  the  same  time  the  boys 
belonging  to  the  seminary,  who  were  employed  in  lighting 
up  the  high  aitar,  were  trying  to  extinguish  each  other's 
candles.  The  people  were  talking  and  looking  about7 
and  we,  as  strangers,  carne  in  for  a  good  share  of  obser- 
vation  from  ali  parties. 

After  the  service  we  were  shown  the  private  chapel? 
containing  the  tomb  of  the  founder,  St.  Alferio,  and 
two  others  (perhaps  those  of  his  immediate  successors, 
St.  Leone  and  St.  Pietro,  second  and  third  abbots),  the 
rock  itself  forming  the  roof  and  walls.    A  low  arched 
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doorway  led  thence  into  a  damp,  dark  cave  beyond,  said 
to  have  been  the  residence  of  the  saint.  Some  wonder- 
ful  relics  were  displayed  to  us,  which  were  held  in  high 
veneration — a  thorn  of  the  crown,  and  a  lock  of  the 
Virgiii's  hair,  described,  according  to  St.  Luke,  as  "  capillo 
flavo."  Both  these  were  presented  by  Pope  Urban  IL, 
together  with  the  gold  cross  he  wore  when  he  conse- 
crated  the  edifice,  A.D.  1092. 

The  abbot  of  the  monastery,  a  dignified-looking  prelate, 
constantly  wears  a  large  gold  cross  pendant  from  his 
neck,  may  it  not  be  the  sanie  ì  He  always  salutes  us 
with  a  low  bow  when  we  meet,  and  if  he  sees  us  at  some 
distance,  when  he  is  on  the  point  of  turning  into  another 
path,  he  never  fails  first  to  raise  his  broad  brimmed  hat, 
with  true  Italian  courtesy. 

As  our  petticoats  were  not  suffered  to  defile  the  sacred 
precincts,  we  were  merely  permitted  a  peep  into  the 
refectory,  and  desired  not  to  cross  the  open  doorway  for 
that  purpose,  a  request  which  made  us  laugh,  and  long 
to  imitate  Malibran,  who,  under  similar  circumstances, 
ran  into  the  open  doorway  of  the  Oamaldoli  at  Naples, 
to  the  horror  and  consternation  of  the  pious  fraternity  ! 

The  cloisters  and  schools  extend  far  back,  two  stories 
having  been  added  to  the  cells  of  the  first  monks  ;  they 
are  built  against  the  rock,  from  which,  on  the  31st 
of  December,  1796,  a  large  block  detached  itself,  and 
falling  on  the  western  dormitory,  greatly  injured  the 
roof.  On  Christmas  Day  of  the  same  year,  when  the 
rock  over  Molino  also  gave  way,  a  violent  torrent  burst 
its  boundaries,  and  dividing  into  two  streams,  broke 
over  two  separate  portions  of  the  Trinità,  inflicting 
extensive  damages  on  the  roof,  the  high  aitar,  and 


LA  CAVA. 


251 


the  library.  I  wonder  the  monks  e  ver  sleep  quietly 
in  their  beds,  the  re  have  been  so  ìnariy  landslips  : 
masses  of  rock  fell  in  the  time  of  the  first  Abbot  St. 
Alferio,  in  the  eleventh  century,  and  the  sanie  happened 
a.d.  1594. 

The  library  contains  a  rich  collection  of  MSS.  and 
illuminated  volumes,  and  is  far-famed  in  this  respect, 
but  I  doubt  whether  the  good  brothers  are  given  to  much 
study  ;  they  are  a  rollicking  looking  set,  and  by  ali 
Cavese  accounts,  their  pnrsuits  are  very  different  to  that 
of  sitting 

"  At  solemn  midnight,  when  the  peasant  sleeps, 
In  feverish  study." 

The  date  of  the  foundation  of  the  Trinità  is  doubtful, 
but  according  to  Ermedico,  a  monk  of  the  order  of  St. 
Benedict,  at  Salerno,  the  first  stones  were  laid  a.d.  966, 
and  it  became  a  monastery  a.d.  1011,  according  to  St. 
Alferio.  Both  these  authorities  state  that  the  chapel 
was  completed  A.D.  1019,  and  was  consecrated  1092  by 
Pope  Urban  II.,*  who  was  at  Salerno,  and  was  reqnested 
to  perform  the  ceremony  by  the  Abbot  St.  Pietro,  who 
had  been  his  instructor. 

Ampie  indulgences  were  then  conferred  (previously 
granted  by  Princes  Guai  in  ari  o  III.  and  IV.,  father  and 
son,  A.D.  1025),  and  confirmed  by  Duke  Ruggiero. f 

From  the  terrace  in  front  of  the  monastery,  one  looks 
down  a  startling  precipice  into  the  narrow  gorge  beneath, 
through  which  the  little  stream  Bunea  rushes  noisily  on 

*  Muratori,  book  ix.,  same  year.  f  Cap.  105. 
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its  way  to  the  Marina  of  Vietri.  The  mountain»., 
thickly  clothed  with  wood,  towered  above  our  heads, 
high  as  we  ourselves  were  standing,  while  the  sky  above 
ali  was  seen — 

"  Darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue  !** 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIIL 

Close  to  the  monasterj,  nestling  among  the  raountains, 
is  the  little  village  of  Corpo  di  Cava,  the  parent  of  the 
larger  city,  where  the  first  abbot  built  an  inn  for  pil- 
grims  to  the  Trinità  ;  and  the  third  abbot,  St.  Pietro, 
erected  an  hospital,  and  in  course  of  time  other  buildings, 
forming  the  present  village,  to  receive  the  many  gentle- 
men  who  carne  with  him  from  France,  and  who  were 
desirous  of  residing  near  the  convent,  and  practising 
some  of  its  religious  duties.  St.  Pietro  was  a  Salernitan 
of  noble  family,  who  was  elected  abbot,  a.d.  1079. 

Corpo  di  Cava  is  fortified  with  eight  towers,  now 
peaceful  enough,  and  covered  with  ivy,  but  in  days  gone 
by,  it  ranked  with  the  castles  of  St.  Adjutore  and  St. 
Severino.  These  moss-orown  battlements  pive  it  a  min- 
ous  and  very  picturesque  appearance,  and  as  it  contains 
now-a-days  also  a  small  inn  for  travellers,  many  prefer 
these  mountain  solitudes  to  the  good  hotel  at  the 
beginning  of  La  Cava.  The  Brazilian  Minister  and  bis 
family  frequented  it  for  many  seasons,  and  seemed  en- 
raptured  with  the  fresh  eggs  and  country  fare,  though 
perchance  they  had  no  dislike  to  lamp-oil  and  garlic. 
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which  doubtless  acted  as  condiraents  to  every  meal. 
Visitors  to,  and  friends  of,  the  Benedictines  usuallj 
reside  there  during  their  stay  in  the  neighbourhood,  thus 
following  the  example  set  them  by  the  pilgrims  of  old. 

Hereabouts  we  encountered  a  party  of  monks  belong- 
ing  to  some  order  with  which  we  were  unacquainted  : 
they  wore  long  robes  tied  loosely  round  their  waists  with 
cords,  and  each  had  a  stout  pilgrim's  staff,  on  which 
some  leant  heavily.  The  elder  ones  were  dirty,  and 
extremely  disagreeable  to  one's  olfactory  nerves,  and  the 
Constant  use  of  blue  cotton  handkerchiefs  gave  one  to 
understand  that  they  suffered  not  a  little  from  the  heat  ; 
the  younger  monks  looked  cleaner,  and  one  I  remarked, 
as  resting  his  two  hands  on  his  staff,  with  eyes  modestly 
cast  down,  he  awaited  his  companions — the  said  hands 
betokening  gentle  birth,  by  their  delicate  forni  and  white- 
ness,  and  might  have  been  coveted  by  many  a  fair  lady 
in  our  own  land.  Unlike  their  brethren  of  the  Bene- 
dictine  order,  they  turned  away  their  eyes  as  the  ladies 
passed,  in  most  orthodox  style. 

A  little  below  Corpo  di  Cava,  we  turned  out  of  the 
Trinità  road  to  enjoy  the  beautiful  view  seen  from  a  spot 
called  Pietra  Santa,  so  named  from  Urban  II.  having 
rested  there  on  a  stone,  when  returning  to  Salerno  from 
consecrating  the  monastery.  The  said  stone  was  thence- 
forth  considered  holy,  and  a  chapel  was  erected  over  it 
in  1680  .* 

This  state  progress  of  his  holiness,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  must  have  been  somewhat  fatiguing,  considering  the 
condition  of  the  high  road  to  Salerno  or  Marchia  in 
those  days. 

*  Casaburi,  cap.  iv.,  104. 
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We  may  suppose  bis  holiness,  mounted  on  a  sleek  sure- 
footed  mule,  leaving  the  monastery  he  had  just  conse- 
crated — after  gladdening  the  hearts  of  the  faithful  by 
his  gifts  of  the  real  thorn  aod  the  capillo  flavo — and 
taking  the  pleasant  road,  thenceforward  ycleped  Pietra 
Santa.  Though  his  ride  had  been  but  short,  he  seems 
to  bave  been  glad  to  rest  himself  on  the  said  stone,  and 
admire  the  rich  valley  at  his  feet,  which  then,  however, 
only  presented  to  his  view  a  grassy  plain,  or,  according 
to  some,  a  dense  forest.  Thence,  following  the  winding 
lane,  and  passing  through  St.  Arcangelo — which,  how- 
ever, may  not  have  been  then  in  existence — and  traversing 
the  site  of  the  present  city  of  Cava,  he  must  have  de-, 
scended  the  ravine  (now  crossed  by  the  handsome  stone 
bridge  of  St.  Francesco),  by  the  breakneck  path  opposite 
the  hospital,  and  traversing  the  stream  by  means  of  a 
small  bridge  stili  visible  from  above,  he  would  attain  the 

green  lane  leading  to  Villa  0  .    (The  high  road  to 

Salerno  has  now  o!51iterated  a  portion  of  this  path.) 

I  think  there  must  have  been  m?ìnj  pietre  sante,  along 
such  a  route,  but  I  suppose  it  would  have  been  too  costly 
to  erect  a  chapel  on  each.  Well,  quitting  our  neighbour- 
hood,  the  poor  Pope  must  have  descended  again,  leaving 
the  chapel  of  Santa  Maria  at  Vetranto,  existing  A.D.  455, 
on  his  left  ;  down  the  headlong  descent  through  Molino, 
past  the  picturesque  aqueduct,  selected  by  artists  as  a 
favourite  sketch,  and  thence  onwards  to  Marchia,  where 
we  will  take  our  leave  of  his  holiness,  though  haply,  like 
Lavengro  after  his  first  ride  on  the  mighty  cob,  "his 
whole  frame  was  shaken." 

The  view  from  Pietra  Santa  is  truly  lovely,  as  it 
embraces  the  entire  valley  with  its  grotesquely-shaped 
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mountain®.  The  city  lay  spread  out  at  our  feet  with  its 
numerous  cliurches  and  domes,  wliile  rich  fìelds  of  wheat 
and  Indian  corn,  and  graceful  vineyards,  rose  on  ali  sides, 
varied  by  woods  and  the  villages  of  Rotolo,  Oasapuri 
with  its  pretty  church  ;  Dupino,  containing  a  large  con- 
vent  and  walled  garden,  conspicuous  from  ali  points,  in 
which  even  the  nuns  may  sometimes  be  discerned  by 
good  eyes  ;  Santi  Quaranta,  &c. 

Proceeding  on  our  way,  the  road  led  through  the 
dirty  village  of  St.  Arcangelo,  where  we  saw  prepara- 
tions  for  a  festa  ;  we  passed  the  manufactory  for  snuff, 
where  the  odour,  for  some  little  way  along  the  road,  was 
distressingly  pungent.  Since  the  failure  of  the  vines, 
the  farmers  bave  cultivated  tobacco  extensively  as  it 
brings  them  in  a  rich  harvest,  though  giving  them 
some  trouble  and  anxiety,  not  from  any  difficulty  in  the 
cultivation,  for  it  grows  sturdily  enough,  but  because 
the  authorities  are  so  particular  in  overìooking  its  pro- 
gress. Ali  the  plants  in  a  tobacco  Tìeld  are  numbered, 
and  when  attaining  a  certain  size,  every  leaf  is  counted 
and  noted  by  an  officiai,  and  recounted  after  every  storni; 
if  any  be  missing  from  other  causes,  wilful  or  accidental, 
the  farmer  is  considered  accountable  for  the  loss.  Thus 
in  walking  through  a  tobacco  plantation,  petticoats  have 
to  be  drawn  closely  round,  and  our  steps  delicately 
picked,  and  if  the  dogs  accompany  us,  we  avoid  the 
ground  altogether  ;  consequently  there  is  little  fear,  or 
power  of  producing  home-made  cigars,  or  filling  pipes 
from  one's  own  plantation. 

We  entered  Cava  by  a  wooded  road  at  the  back  of  the 
cathedral,  and  proceeded  to  recruit  ourselves  with  ices 
ere  returning  home.    While  thus  employed,  we  noticed 
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a  boy  eagerly  watching  us,  and  making  most  significant 
signs  of  a  desire  to  partake  of  the  fare.  Seeing  this, 
one  of  our  party  beckoning  him  to  approach,  gave  him 
the  remains  of  her  ice,  the  rest  contributing  their 
leavings,  but  as  we  had  some  fears  of  the  spoons  vanish- 
ing,  we  determined  to  wait  till  the  young  gentleman 
concluded  his  feast. 

I  cannot  forget  the  bright  look  of  delight  which  lit  up 
the  rogue's  round,  chubby  face,  as  he  advanced  and  made 
the  premier  pas,  by  sticking  one  dirty  forefinger  into 
the  hard  ice,  but  finding  it  required  some  dexterity  to 
eat  it  that  fashion,  he  applied  himself  to  the  spoon, 
which  proved  to  him  about  as  convenient  as  chop-sticks 
would  be  to  us.  We  now  began  to  laugh  merrily  at  his 
difficulties,  caused  by  such  an  embarras  de  richesses,  and 
this  serving  to  confuse  him  stili  more,  he  suddenly 
seized  the  ices  in  both  hands,  by  the  scrap  of  paper 
always  placed  beneath  them  on  the  plates,  and  with  a 
grin  of  delight,  decamped  with  his  treasures,  looking  so 
supremely  happy,  that  it  really  did  one's  heart  good  to 
look  at  him  ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

This  evening  prolonged  "  Ishe  !  I-i-she!  "and  a  I-i-i-s!" 
(the  Neapolitan  mode  of  expostulation  with  a  donkey 
that  wont  stop),  followed  by  a  loud  single  knock,  denoted 
the  advent  of  a  visitor,  and  immediately  after,  Don 
S  S  ,  of  the  Dispensar^,  was  announced  : — 

"  Signore,  servitore  umilissimo!" 

"  Tanto  piacere  di  vederla,  Don  S  which  latter, 

be  it  understood,  was  a  figure  of  speech,  expected  on  the 
occasion,  though,  I  fear,  not  very  heartily  said,  for  a 
true  Neapolitan  visit  of  ceremony,  is  very  much  like  the 
application  of  a  wet  blanket  !  First  of  ali,  the  visit  is 
interminable,  the  guests  never  seeming  to  know'when 
they  ought  to  depart,  and  it  is  only  after  prolonged 
pauses  in  the  conversation  that  the  happy  idea  strikes 
them  of  saying  : — 

"  Voglio  levarvi  l'incomodo  " — literally,  "  I  wili 
remove  the  inconvenience." 

Then,  again,  they  do  not  think  it  incumbent  on  them 
to  find  subjects  of  conversation,  but  fond  as  they  are  of 
talking  among  themselves,  they  are  satisfied  to  sit  silent, 
unless  you  keep  it  up  ;  and  yet,  strange  to  say,  except 
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these  visitations  are  "  nipt  in  the  bud,"  their  frequency 
becomes  overpowering,  though  I  never  could  comprehend 
what  pleasure  they  derive  from  them,  unless  an  English 
ménage  excites  their  curiosity. 

Another  inconsistency  in  this  aristocratic  country, 
where  the  Spanish  code  of  etiquette  has  drawn  an  impas- 
sable  barrier  in  society,  is,  that  ali  classes  in  the  country 
think  they  may  pay  one  a  visit,  and  do  so  without  the 
smallest  compunction  !  Thus,  the  parish  priest,  the 
chemist,  and  different  householders,  on  our  first  arrivai 
at  Cava,  used  to  "  drop  in  "  of  an  evening  in  a  friendly 
way,  greatly  to  our  surprise,  till  at  length  we  gave  orders 
to  the  servants  to  announce  a  non  riceve  to  such  visitors. 

And  here,  let  me  remark  the  superiority  of  this  mode 
of  denying  admittance  to  unreasonable  friends,  to  the 
English  white  He,  "  not  at  home,"  which  generally  con- 
veys  a  covert  affront,  whereas  the  other  excites  no  com- 
ment  or  surprise. 

One  cause  of  this  familiarity  is,  that  the  Neapolitan 
nobility,  during  their  villeggiatura,  mix  freely  with  the 
country  society,  which  is  most  motley  ;  the  fine  palace 
in  the  square,  occupied  by  our  present  visitor  and  his 
brothers,  who  are  of  various  professions,  is  often  ho- 
noured  by  the  presence  of  high  born  ladies,  who  would 
totally  ignore  such  acquaintances  at  Naples.    But  to 

return  to  our  present  guest  :  Don  S  proceeded  first 

to  inform  us  that  he  was  deputed  by  certain  of  the  élite 
of  Cava  to  invite  us  to  join  their  coversazioni,  which 
were  very  delightful  ;  but  we  declined  these  invitations 
with  many  thanks,  stating  that  we  had  come  into  the 
country  in  search  of  health,  not  dissipation . 

The  recent  brigand  adventure  then  afforded  us  a  topic, 
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it  being  stili  a  mystery  unsolved.  On  asking  him  what 
he  knew  of  the  affair,  whether  the  robbers  had  been  cap- 
tured,  their  number,  &c.  : 

"  Per  dirvi  la  verità,"  he  began,  looking  round  at  the 
same  time  in  a  mysterious  way  to  see  if  listeners  were  at 
hand,  but  not  lowering  his  voice,  though  ali  the  doors 
and  windows  were  open  to  admit  a  breath  of  air,  and  the 
servants  were  in  adjoining  rooms. 

"  Il  fatto  sta  che  non  erano  ladri,"  and  he  then  prò- 
ceeded  to  inforna  us,  that  a  friend  of  his,  Signor  del 

F  ,  living  in  a  retired  house  on  his  own  property, 

under  the  village  of  Dragonea,  was  applied  to  for  relief,  by 
fi  ve  meri  ;  but  not  being  very  sure  of  them,  he  arai  ed  his 
tenants  before  giving  them  admittance,  when,  in  answer 
to  his  questions,  they  stated  that  ever  since  the  year 
1849,  they  had  been  fugitives  from  the  tender  mercies  of 
the  police,  who  were  on  the  look  out  for  them  for  poli- 
ticai reasons.  Recently,  they  had  sought  refuge  in  these 
valleys  and  woods,  and  aware  of  his  liberal  opinions, 
they  now  implored  his  assistance,  as  they  were  quite 
destitute. 

In  the  meantime  the  peasants  had  spread  the  alarm  of 
a  band  of  robbers  having  attacked  the  house,  whereupon 

Signor  del  F  was  compelled  to  dismiss  them  pri- 

vately,  with  a  sum  oFfive  dollars,  for  present  necessities, 
appointing  them  to  meet  him  again  on  an  early  night, 
when  he  would  be  able  to  say  if  he  could  assist  them 
further. 

On  the  night  appointed  he  met  them,  and  gave  them 
twenty  piastres,  which  had  been  subscribed  between  him- 

self,  Don  S-  ,  and  two  other  friends,  the  only  persons 

to  whom  he  could  en trust  the  secret, 
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"  And,"  he  concluded,  "  yesterday  they  started  across 
Avelino,  to  go  via  Bari,  to  the  opposite  coast,  where 
they  hope  to  succeed  in  embarking  on  board  some  foreign 
vessel." 

I  have  told  the  tale  literally^  "as  Hwas  told  to  me,11 
yet  matter-of-fact  people  may  reasonably  feel  some  sur- 
prise  at  a  story  being  intrusted  to  strangers,  which  might 
compromise  so  many  persons  if  known,  and  supposing 

that  Don  S  felt  confidence  in  us,  as  English  (and 

he  was  wont  to  discuss  politics  in  our  house  with  what 
seemed  dangerous  freedom,  and  in  which  we  never  eneou- 
raged  him),  it  was  singular  that  he  did  not  lower  the 
tones  of  his  loud  Neapolitan  voice,  nor  stop  when  the 
servants  passed  through  the  galleria  occasioually,  which 
was  unavoidable,  as  most  of  the  rooms  opened  into  it, 
Italian  fashion,  as  formerly  stated. 

In  fact,  I  always  listen  to  Neapolitan  Communications 
with  a  mental  reservation  as  to  the  amount  of  credit  I 
shall  give  to  their  veracity  ! 

We  then  inquired  who  the  monks  were  aux  mains 
blanches,  whom  we  encountered  the  other  day,  and  to 
what  order  they  belonged  l  Don  S — ■ —  replied  that 
they  were  Salerno  Jesuits  enjoying  their  annual  villeg- 
giatura, or  holiday,  at  Cava.  At  Salerno  the  heat  is 
intense  during  the  summer,  the  town  being  exposed  to 
the  first  and  last  rays  of  the  southern  sun,  while  the 
trees  and  mountains  are  too  distant  to  afford  shelter  ; 
besides,  there  is  Constant  malaria  prevailing  on  the 
neighbouring  plain,  where  the  sickly  aspect  of  the  pea- 
sants  makes  one's  heart  ache. 

Don  S  told  us  further,  that  the  Jesuits,  before 

taking  the  vows  at  twenty-one,  are  sent  out  in  couples 
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without  money,  to  accustom  thein  to  poverty  and  humili- 
ation,  and  in  imitation  of  our  Lord's  commands  to  His 
Apostles  : — "  Pro  vide  neither  gold,  nor  Silver,  nor  brass 
in  your  purses,  nor  scrip  for  your  journey,  neither  two 
coats,  neither  shoes,  nor  yet  staves;  for  the  workman  is 
worthy  of  his  meat.  And  into  whatsoever  city  or  town 
ye  shall  enter,  inquire  who  in  it  is  worthy  ;  and  there 
abide  till  ye  go  thence."* 

They  therefore  apply  to  the  galantuomini  of  the 
different  places  they  visit,  and  seek  hospitality  at  their 
hands,  which  is  always  readily  granted.  They  are  pro- 
vided  with  sealed  orders,  which  they  open  daily  at  the 
Ave  Maria,  to  ascertain  their  mute  for  the  following 
day. 

Our  visitor  spoke  feelingly  of  one  of  his  brothers  be- 
longing  to  the  Ligurean  order  of  Missionaries,  who  are 
separated  many  years  from  their  families,  in  order  to 
wean  their  affections  from  home.  He  was  consequently 
,,ent  on  a  distant  mission  for  thirteen  years  (at  least,  to 
the  wilds  of  Tartary,  or  the  deserts  of  Africa,  I  thought, 
but  it  proved  to  be  only  to  some  place  near  Lecce!)  at 
the  end  of  which,  being  more  advanced  in  years,  he  was 
suffered  to  return,  and  was  appointed  to  Montuori,  nine 
miles  hence. 

And  now,  methought,  there  were  signs  of  a  move,  and, 
in  fact,  our  good  friend  rose,  and  gladdened  my  heart 
with  the  words,  a  Signore,  voglio  togliervi  l'incomodo," 
whereupon  we  assured  him  the  incomodo  was  a  pleasure, 
but  he  proceeded  to  take  his  leave,  mounted  his  charger, 
and  reiterated  a-arr-ahs  !  sounded  the  retreat. 

*  Matthew,  x.,  9— 11. 
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CHAPTEE  XL. 

The  day  had  been  painfully  sultry  :  it  was  in  vain  that 
we  darkened  the  rooms  more  than  usuai,  and  closed 
every  crevice  to  exclude  the  hot  sirocco,  which  seemed 
to  issue  direct  from  a  furnace  ;  we  even  eeased  battling 
with  the  jlies,  those  tormentors,  equal  to  any  conjured 
up  in  the  "  Inferno"  by  Dante's  active  imagination. 

The  leaves  were  motionless  on  the  trees  ;  the  half- 
starved  hens,  turned  into  the  lane  by  the  peasants  to 
find  a  scanty  living  for  themselyes,  had  not  even  strength 
to  pick  a  bit  (or  else,  perchance,  the  very  grubs  were 
parched  up,  and  not  worth  the  exertion),  but  crouched 
together  in  a  shady  spot. 

The  dull  noise  of  the  loom  was  silent;  even  the 
children  slept,  after  distracting  one  with  their  fretful 
crying.  Ali  nature  appeared  to  feel  the  general  oppres- 
sion,  save  those  untiring  insects,  the  cicale,  which  seem 
to  revel  in  the  heat,  and  gather  extra  energy  in  their 
lungs. 

"  Helle  tòne  der  Oicaden,  Grillen  und  Laubfrosche 
schwirren  dabei  best'àndig  fort  und  versenken  durch  ihre 
Einfòrmigkeit  in  siisze  Melancholie,"  writes  Wieland, 


264 


LA  CAVA. 


but  I  think  the  ceaseless  sound  grates  terribly  on  one's 
nerves,  and  wlien  at  rare  intervals  they  stop  to  rest, 
or  die,  the  silence  that  so^suddenly  ensues  is  almost 
startling  ! 

Leigh  Hunt,  in  his  autohiography,  thus  alludes  to 
this  insect  :  "  You  find  yourself  in  Virgil's  country  the 
moment  you  see  the  lizards  running  up  the  walls,  and 
hear  the  cicadse  (now  cicale)  'bursting  the  bushes  with 
their  song.  This  famous  grasshopper  of  Anacreon,  as 
the  translators  cali  it,  but  which  is  not  a  grasshopper, 
but  a  beetle,  sitting  on  the  trees,  produces  his  song  by 
scraping  a  hollow  part  of  his  chest  with  certain  muscles. 
The  noise  is  so  loud,  as  well  as  incessant,  during  the 
heats  of  the  summer  days,  as  to  resemble  that  of  a  stock  - 
ing  manufactory.  Travellers  in  Sicily  declare,  that 
while  conversing  with  a  friend  along  a  wood,  you  some- 
times  cannot  be  heard  for  them." 

To  the  veracity  of  the  above  description  I  can  add  my 
mite  of  testimony. 

Such  had  been  a  Neapolitan  summer's  day;  at  6  p.m. 
the  carriage  arrived  that  was  to  convey  us  to  Salerno. 
The  road  was  white  with  dust,  the  trees  and  gardens 
skirting  it  were  covered  with  the  sanie,  and  the  peasants 
walking  barefooted  over  the  rough  stones  seemed  en- 
veloped  in  it,  as  if  they  were  ali  millers. 

At  Vietri  the  seaside  is  reached,  which  there  forms  a 
pretty,  sheltered  cove  ;  to  the  right,  the  beautiful  Cos- 
tiera, rivalling  the  far-famed  Comiche  in  the  magnitude 
of  the  undertaking  and  perfection  of  the  work,  is  seen 
winding  away  to  Amalfi. 

Perched  high  among  the  mountains,  like  an  eyrie,  is 
Baite,  where  the   Marcinesi   pass]  their  villeggiatura, 
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though  scarce  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  Vietri,  which 
consists  of  an  upper  and  lower  town,  the  former  traversed 
by  the  Salerno  road,  the  latter,  and  ancient  portion, 
situated  by  the  seaside.  The  fine  bridge  which  connects 
the  old  Salerno  road  with  the  Costiera,  was  constructed, 
I  believe,  by  a  Frenchman,  who  nearly  completed  a 
former  one,  after  much  labour,  some  years  ago,  but  some 
disagreement  arising  with  the  government,  he  destroyed 
it  again  in  a  fit  of  passion. 

From  Vietri  the  road  to  Salerno  is  uninteresting,  the 
green  mountain s  of  Cava  being  succeeded  by  white, 
barren  rocks,  descending  precipitately  to  the  sea.  Sa- 
lerno itself  looked  pretty,  the  houses  being  closely  packed, 
with  the  cathedral  and  its  old  red  tower  conspicuous  in 
the  centre,  while  the  beautiful  plain  of  Pastura,  extended 
to  the  right,  circled  by  mountains,  rising  range  behind 
range,  till  the  more  distant  faded  into  the  blue  ether. 

At  our  feet  lay 

"  Tìie  sea,  the  open  sea  !" 

the  beautiful  Gulf  of  Salerno,  equalling  in  beauty,  though 
differing  from  the  Bay  of  Naples  in  being  more  open, 
unenclosed  by  mountains  and  islands,  which  almost 
render  the  latter  a  lake.  The  sea  here  spreads  wide  and 
far  ;  in  winter  it  is  stormy  and  unsheltered,  afFording 
no  haven  to  tempest-tossed  vessels,  but  now,  in  the  stili 
sumnier  evening,  it  presented  a  cairn,  glassy  surface, 
reflecting  the  blue  heavens  above,  and  dotted  here  and 
there  with  some  fisher's  bark,  whose  sail  flapped  lazily 
in  the  stili  air. 

Salerno,  which  is  the  town  second  in  importance  in 
the  kingdom,  has  a  wide  Marina,  afFording  the  evening 
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Corso  to  carriage  folk,  and  a  pleasant  place  for  pedes- 
trians  to  stroll  after  the  sun  has  set.  The  Intendenza 
is  a  fine  building,  standing  in  an  open  space  railed  in 
from  the  beach,  where  a  band  plays  once  or  twice  a  week, 
while  the  fashionables  of  Salerno,  Cava,  and  Vietri, 
drive  up  and  down  for  an  hour  or  two,  listening  to  the 
sweet  strains,  and  showing  off  their  well  appointed 
equipages.  On  this  Marina  the  houses  are  good,  but  it 
is  difficult  to  say  what  they  are  in  the  town,  where  the 
streets  are  so  narrow  and  dirty,  some  being  even  arched 
over  as  a  protection  from  winter  storms.  The  shops  are 
tolerable,  the  churches  seemingly  innumerable,  as  we 
tutnbled  upon  them  at  every  step,  but  they  were  mostly 
whitewashed,  or  bedecked  with  tinsel  within. 

We  inspected  the  cathedral  dedicated  to  St.  Matthew  ; 
it  is  a  fine  old  building,  standing  in  a  large  open  court, 
which  is  approached  by  a  flight  of  broad  steps,  and  sur- 
rounded  by  an  arcade,  supported  by  twenty-eight  old 
granite  pillars  with  Oorinthian  capitals.  Here  there  are 
some  antique  tombs,  apparently  brought  from  Psestum, 
which  has  likewise  furnished  the  greater  part  of  the 
mosaic  pavement  of  the  edifice  and  the  ornaments  of  the 
high  aitar,  while  pillars  of  verd-antique,  and  large  blocks 
of  porphyry,  procured  also  from  the  same  place,  decorate 
the  choir. 

A  priest  conducted  us  immediately  to  the  underground 
chapel,  containing  the  tomb  of  the  Apostle,  where  the 
magnifìcence  was  indeed  striking. 

At  the  head  and  foot  of  the  tomb,  inside  the  grating 
surrounding  it,  lights  are  always  kept  burning,  like  the 
sacred  fire  of  old,  and  two  bronze  figures  of  the  apostle, 
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placed  dos-à-dos,  exactly  similar,  and  larger  than  life, 
surmount  the  sacred  spot. 

We  were  shown  the  tombs  of  three  Bishops,  Fortu- 
natus,  Caii,  and  another,  martyred  by  the  Saracens,  to 
whom  an  aitar  was  likewise  dedicated  ;  a  fragment  of 
pillar,  on  which  they  are  said  to  have  been  beheaded, 
being  exposed  to  the  gaze  of  the  faithful. 

The  ceiling  of  this  pretty  chapel  was  decorated  with 
pictures  by  Luca  Giordano,  representing  scenes  taken 
from  the  New  Testament  ;  the  body  of  the  saint  is  said 
to  lie  nine  palmi  underground,  or  seven  feet  six  inches. 

I  must  not  omit  to  mention  a  large  figure  of  our 
Saviour  crucified,  on  the  stairs  leading  to  this  chapel. 
It  gave  me  a  shocking  sensation,  as  descending  the  steps 
and  turning  a  sharp  corner  I  carne  suddenly  on  this 
apparently  bleeding  and  mangled  figure,  which  being  the 
size  of  life,  and  in  a  darkened  spot,  presented  a  most 
ghastly  appearance.  The  lower  limbs  were  guarded  by 
wirework  from  the  kisses  of  the  numerous  beo-o-ars  louno- 
ing  on  this  staircase. 

In  the  upper  chapel  we  saw  the  tomb  of  Pope  Gregory 
VII.,  who  died  at  Salerno,  May  25,  1085,  and  being 
numbered  with  the  saints,  an  aitar  was  likewise  erected 
to  him.  Side  by  side  with  his  sanctity  were  mosaic 
paveinents  and  tombs  from  Pasturo,  the  history  of 
Alexander  and  the  Rape  of  Proserpine  being  carved  on 
the  latter — suitable  themes  for  a  Christian  chapel  ! 

We  were  likewise  shown  some  exquisite  ivory  carving, 
supposed  to  have  been  wrought  at  Salerno  six  centuries 
ago,  and  forming,  I  imagine,  the  front  of  an  aitar.  The 
scenes  delincateci  were  taken  from  the  Old  and  New 
Testaments.  which  our  cicerone  took  great  pains  to  make 
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us  understand,  supposing  us,  I  conclude,  as  ignorant  of 
our  Bibles  as  his  countrypeople,  or  perchance  himself  ! 

We  saw  the  tomb  of  Margaret  of  Anjou,  wife  of 
Charles  of  Durazzo,  and  then  quitted  the  building, 
leaving  ali  the  clergy  assembled  for  prayers  at  the  Ave 
Maria. 

In  the  streets  we  encountered  a  batch  of  unfortunates 
chained  together,  not  in  convict  attire,  but  well  dressed, 
and  guarded  only  by  a  hobble-de-gee  centenarian,  wearing 
a  kind  of  uniform,  and  reminding  me  of  the  invalids  in 
Dumas'  sketches  of  Naples.  We  also  remarked  several 
libraries  and  book-stalls,  apparently  well  stocked. 

Leaving  the  dose  streets,  we  returned  to  the  Marina, 
and  re-entered  our  carriage  ;  many  were  the  gay  equi- 
pages  rolling  noiselessly  past,  filled  with  well-dressed 
people,  though  I  could  perceive  no  beauty  among  them. 
The  band  was  playing  deliciously,  as  only  the  Italian  and 
German  bands  can  play  ;  and  we  listened  to  its  soft 
music,  till  it  dispersed  at  the  venti  quattr'  ore  or  sunset, 
the  native  time-table  counting  from  sunset  to  sunset,  and 
being  the  only  one  intelligible  in  the  country. 

We  then  proceeded  to  have  ices  ;  and  while  thus  em- 

ployed,  the  carriage  of  our  Vietri  friends,  the  C—  , 

passed,  and  the  gentlemen  perceiving  us,  stopped  it,  and 
descending,  carne  to  pay  their  devoirs.  After  some  con- 
versation,  they  took  their  leave  ;  and  we,  being  ready  to 
wend  our  way  homewards,  demanded  of  the  waiter  the 
price  of  our  ices. 

"  They  are  already  paid  for,  eccelenza  ;  his  excellency, 
Don  A  0  ,  settled  with  us." 

This  being  Neapolitan    country  ettiquette,  it  only 
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elicited  a  smile  from  us,  and  an  order  to  the  coachman 
to  drive  home. 

The  brief  southern  twilight  had  ali  but  closed,  the 
moon  was  rising  full  and  unclouded,  shedding  her  silvery 
beams  on  the  beautiful  waters, 

"  while  the  ripples  fold,  on  sands  of  gold, 

and  the  musical  bells  of  our  horses  alone  broke  the  pre- 
vailing  stillness.  Looking  back  on  the  receding  town, 
we  saw  lights  appearing  in  ali  directions,  casting  long  red 
lines  on  the  cairn  sea,  while  the  old  castle  overlooking  it 
frowned  grimly  in  the  gathering  shades  of  night. 

We  entered  our  beautiful  valley  on  quitting  Vietri, 
and  it  looked  more  picturesque  than  ever  in 

"  the  pale  moonlight." 

relieved  by  the  deep  shadows  cast  by  the  mountains, 

"  and,  borne 
In  circles  quaint  and  ever  changing  dance, 
Like  winged  stars  the  fireflies  flash  and  glance, 
Pale  in  the  open  moonshine  ;  but  each  one 
Under  the  dark  trees  seems  a  little  sun — 
A  meteor  tamed — a  fix'd  star  gone  astray 
From  the  silver  regions  of  the  Milky  Way. 
Afar,  the  Contadino' s  song  is  heard, 
Rude,  but  made  sweet  by  distance  ;  and  a  bird, 
Which  eannot  be  a  nigh  tingale,  and  yet 
I  know  none  else  that  sings  so  sweet  as  it 
At  this  late  hour  ;  and  then  ali  is  stili." 

Shelley. Memorials.       Shelley  s  "  Letter  to  Mrs.  GisborneJ" 
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CHAPTER  XLI, 

Thìs  evening  we  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  village 
chapel,  where  vespers  were  being  performed  ;  the  little 
building  was  crowded  with  a  poor,  but  attentive,  congre- 
gation — the  women  with  their  faces  half  hidden  by  black 
veils  or  white  shawls,  and  the  few  old  men  who  were 
present  wearing  their  working  elothes.  A  large  dog, 
belonging  to  a  neighbour,  lay  across  the  door-step,  acting 
guardian  ;  and  if  it  had  thought  proper  to  walk  inside, 
no  one  would  have  stared,  or  considered  it  incumbent  on 
him  to  tura  it  out  !  The  preacher's  voice  was  loud,  and 
every  word  fell  distinctly,  as  we  listened  ;  much  to  his 
joy,  doubtless,  as  he  would  see  visions  of  perverts  through 
his  eloquence,  and  his  hopes  would  rise  accordingly. 

His  theme  was  man's  unworthiness  of  Grod's  love  and 
mercies  ;  at  length  he  exclaimed  : 

"  E  come  rispose  quel  discepolo  che  amava  tanto  il 
nostro  Signore,  ed  era  tanto  amato  anche  da  Lui,  quando 
il  nostro  Signore  gli  disse  :  '  Siete  un  pazzo  F 

"'Ebbene  Signore/ come  volete,'  rispose  umilmente, 
4  ma  Voi  siete  più  pazzo  che  mi  amate  ! , M 
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I  need  not  comment  on  the  above!  We  had  heard 
euough,  and  proceeded  directly  on  our  way. 

A  few  years  since,  a  letter  was  largely  circulated  in  the 
streets  of  Naples,  purporting  to  be  a  true  copy  of  an 
autograph  epistle  left  by  our  Saviour  in  the  Holy  Sepul- 
chre,  numbering  the  soldiers  who  guarded  Him,  and 
every  blow,  scoff,  and  insult  He  had  received  !  Telling  His 
disciples  the  amount  of  prayers,  fastings,  &c,  which 
would  secure  their  pardon  ;  cursing  those  who  should 
doubt  the  letter,  and  promising  every  advantage,  spiritual 
and  worldly,  to  those  who  would  carry  the  sacred 
writing  about  with  them,  learn  its  contents  by  memory, 
and  repeat  them  constantly  !  I  saw  one  of  these  copies  ; 
and  this  is  religion  ! 

We  had  been  invited  to  see  a  private  museum, 
belonging  to  an  old  French  gentleman  at  Cava, 
who,  we  were  told,  had  travelled  ali  over  the  world 
to  collect  these  wonders  ;  starting  off  without  the 
shortest  notice,  he  gives  no  tidings  of  his  whereabouts, 
till  he  thinks  proper  to  present  himself  again  at  his 
residence. 

The  house  belongs  to  two  old  ecclesiastics,  who  let  him 
have  one  floor,  and  look  after  his  treasures  during  his 
absence  ;  and  when  he  returns,  the  three  live  very 
amicably  united.  They  were  now  together,  and  gave  us 
a  friendly  welcome.  We  found  the  Frenehman  a  good 
specimen  of  the  old  school,  with  abundant  courtesy  and 
amiability  ;  and  his  two  Neapolitan  friends  were  equally 
characteristic  in  their  way,  both  of  their  cloth  and 
nationality  :  they  were  extremely  dirty  and  redolent  of 
snuff,  but  very  good-natured  and  talkative,  and  quite  did 
the  honours  of  the  show.   A  Cavesi  acquaintance  accom- 
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panied  us,  and  it  was  curious  to  see  the  wonder  these 

three  evinced  at  ali  they  saw.     The  collection  was 

interesting,  though  it  contained  nothing  very  novel  :  a 

good  assortment  of  shells,  large  and  small,  carefully 

arranged,  and  classifìed  in  drawers  ;  Indian  articles  of 

dress  and  warlike  weapons  ;  ivory  curiosities  from  China, 

including  two  or  three  beautifully-carved  balls,  with 

smaller  ones  with  in,  which   particularly  attracted  the 

good  priests,  who — like  a  certain  monarch,  di  felice 

memoria,  who  wondered  how  the  apples  got  into  the 

dumplings- — were  equally  mystifìed  (and  no  wonder  !)  by 

these  toys.    Nevertheless,  it  struck  me  that  their  own 

ecclesiastical  inventions — "  wheels  within  wheels  " — were 

not  a  whit  less  marvellous  ! 

After  we  had  inspected  ali  that  there  was  to  see,  the 

padri  proposed  our  going  over  the  house,  and  led  us  ali 

through  it  ;  the  rooms  were  large  and  numerous,  fur- 
ti 3  o  " 

nished  alla  Napolitana,  with  sufficient  dirt  everywhere — 
under  chairs,  in  dark  corners,  or  challenging  the  broad 
light  of  day  and  every  eye,  in  the  centre  of  apartments 
— sufficient,  I  say,  to  keep  any  Irishman  in  a  comfortable 
degree  of  warmth  ;  though  it  might  be  unnecessary  at 
this  season  of  the  year  ! 

We  were  next  taken  on  the  terrace,  overlooking  a 
large  garden,  and  finally  one  of  the  ecclesiastics  opened 
some  folding  doors,  and  disclosed  a  pretty  little  oratory, 
which  was  clean.  He  looked  for  our  approbation,  which 
was  readily  accorded,  and  then  we  asked  with  a  smile  if 
we  might  enter.  He  laughed,  and  answered  in  the 
affirmative,  and  then  on  either  side  some  questiona  and 
answers  ensued.  One  of  us  inquired  at  length  if  they 
gaye  us  Protestai! ts  any  hope  in  a  future  state. 
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He  paused  and  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  La  grazia 
di'  Dio  r 

I  tried  to  get  more  out  of  liim,  ma  era  troppo  scaltro, 
and  to  every  remark  only  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
repeated,  44  La  grazia  di  Dio  !"  whereupon  one  of  our 
party  exclaimed, 

u  Ah  !  when  you  are  going  up  to  heaven,  I  will  catch 
hold  of  your  soutane  !"    Every  one  laughed. 

Afterwards  wé  proceeded  to  the  garden,  where  ali  was 
confusion  and  weeds,  with  a  few  flowers  here  and  there 
struggling  out  of  the  rank  grass  ;  these  were  imme- 
diately  picked  for  our  benefit,  and  presented  to  us  in  a 
goocl  bouquet  when  we  took  our  leave.  This  we  did 
with  mutuai  professions  of  good  will,  and  an  offer  on  the 
part  of  one  of  the  priests  to  visif  us  on  our  return  to 
Naples,  during  one  of  his  many  trips  to  town  to  see  the 
Duca  di  T  ,  our  opposite  neighbour. 

The  Cavesi  ha  ve  odd  ideas  cencerning  us  Protestante, 
to  say  the  least  of  it  ;  when  the  earthquake  occurred  at 
Melfi,  in  '51,  which  was  severely  felt  here,  Donna  Rosina 

M  rushed  into  the  room  of  a  Roman  Catholic  friend 

(an  English  lady),  rousing  her  from  a  siesta,  and  ex- 
claiming, 

"  Il  terremoto  !  il  terremoto  !  and  would  you  believe 
it,  these  Protestants  do  not  feel  it  !"  alluding  to  some 
other  English  persons  staying  in  the  house. 

Somehow  we  were  not  blessed  with  such  immunity, 
for  we  were  here  at  the  time,  and  I  remember  it  with  no 
little  dread.  I  had  never  before  experienced  an  earth- 
quake, and  when  the  first  shock  passed  with  out  niy  feel- 
ing it  (being  in  the  garden,  where  the  loud  rumbling  noise 
which  accompanied  it  had  indeed  excited  my  surprise)., 
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I  was  rather  vexed  than  otherwise  at  having  missed  the 
plienomenon,  and  plied  the  rest  with  queries  on  the  sub- 
ject  of  their  fears  :  in  a  couple  of  hours  it  returned,  and 
and  my  curiosity  was  satisfied  to  my  heart's  content.  I 
was  sitting  at  work  on  the  balcony,  when  my  chair 
began  to  sway  under  me,  and  the  sensation  was  really 
appalling.  I  was  rightly  punished  for  my  presumption, 
for  e  ver  since  I  have  had  an  indescribable  dread  of  "  the 
horror,'"  and  I  have  felt  it  often  and  sadly  too. 

Thunderings  and  lightnings  are  very  fearful,  and  make 
man  shrink  and  tremble  !  but  wise  people  trace  cause 
and  effect,  and  count  the  minutes  or  seconds  between 
the  flash  and  the  succeeding  crash,  and  know  the  dis- 
tance  or  nearness  of  the  perii.  They  can  even  direct  the 
course  of  the  electric  spark,  and  avert  danger  ! 

It  is  very  terrible  to  be  tossed  on  the  wide  sea  in  a 
storm,  with  only  a  plank  between  life  and.  eternity — to 
watch  the  gallant  vessel  battling  with  the  waves,  now 
descending  into  the  trough  till  they  threaten  to  over- 
whelm  her,  and  anon  rising  to  the  crest  of  some  gigantic 
billow  ;  while  the  lightning  plays  about  the  rigging,  and 
the  thunder  rattles  overhead,  the  engines  slacken  their 
speed  visibly,  and  the  sea  dashes  over  the  deck.  I  know 
this  is  very  awful,  I  have  felt  it — but  with  God's 
blessing  man  can  weather  the  gale,  and  guide  his  ship 
into  "  the  haven  where  it  would  be."  But  who  can  escape 
the  earthquake  ?  It  alone  makes  man  feel  his  utter 
helplessness  :  the  earth  rocks  beneath  him,  or  moves  up 
and  down,  whereas  from  the  earliest  dawn  of  reason  in  his 
childhood  he  has  imagined  it  immoveable  and  secure. 

Melfi,  situated  in  the  Basilicata,  is,  I  believe,  about 
fifty  miles  from  Cava,  and  was  the  centre  of  the  horror, 
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011  the  14th  of  August,  1851,  which  extended  its 
waves  to  a  great  clistance  round,  being  also  severely 
felt  at  Naples,  where  it  occasioned  some  damage.  The 
town  was  built  at  the  foot  of  an  extinct  volcano,  that 
disappeared  and  was  replaced  by  a  lake,  many  new  cones 
of  elevation  breaking  oat  ali  round,  while  the  shocks  of 
earthquake  were  incessant,  and  continued  for  many 
months,  leaving  the  unhappy  town  a  heap  of  ruins. 
These  shocks  were  vertical  as  well  as  horizontal,  the 
foriner  being  always  the  most  destructive.  Three  other 
villages,  Rapollo,  Barile,  and  Rionero,  were  equally 
destroyed,  and  the  loss  of  life  was  perfectly  frightful. 

In  the  officiai  returns  published  within  ten  days,  the 
numbers  were  stated  as  follows  :  Melfi,  with  10,000 
inhabitants,  700  killed,  200  wounded,  and  200  buried 
(another  thousand  bodies  were  subsequently  discovered). 
At  Rionero,  100  killed,  and  more  wounded.  This  being 
published  in  early  days,  the  reality  doubtless  far  ex- 
ceeded  it,  as  is  proved  by  a  letter  from  the  scene  of 
devastation,  which  I  here  copy. 

"Rionero,  Agusto  24,  1851. 
"  Cara  Madre — Sono  a  darle  notizie  della  mia  buona 
salute  e  lo  stesso  spero  sentire  di  tutte  voi,  e  le  fo  cono- 
scere che  in  questo  il  giorno  14  è  stato  il  terremoto  e 
ha  spianato  quattro  paesi,  eie  :  Melfi,  Rapollo,  Barile  e 
Rionero  ;  qualmente  mi  rattrovo  in  Rionero  con  il  dis- 
taccamento che  andiamo  raccogliendo  uomini  per  fare 
cacciare  i  morti  che  si  ritrovano  sotto  le  fabbriche,  che 
hanno  sotterrato  fino  alle  gatte,  e  per  la  grave  puzza  che 
sta  in  questo  paese  come  stessimo  dentro  una  sepoltura, 
per  la  gran  quantità  di  morti  che  ascendono  in  Melfi  a 
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circa  quattro  mille  ;  a  Rionero  sinora  ne  sono  stato 
cacciato  cento  e  si  stanno  cacciando  ancora.  Cara  madre, 
non  potete  imaginare  che  rovina  ci  sta  attorno  mi  pare  il 
giorno  del  giudizio.  La  prego  di  scrivermi  subito  e  di 
farmi  conoscere  se  in  quelli  luoghi  abbia  fatto  danno. 
Quando  mi  scrivete  dovete  fare  Potenza  per  Rionero,  vi 
saluto  a  tutti  e  non  ho  altro  e  sono  il  vostro  figlio, 

"  V.  V.  Caporale." 

This  account  is  fearful  enough,  but  I  think  one  of 
the  most  shocking  circumstances  attending  this  calamity 
was  the  stench  arising  from  so  many  corpses,  alluded  to 
in  the  letter,  and  generally  spoken  of  at  the  time.  This 
necessitated  active  measures  being  taken  to  remedy  what 
threatened  to  add  pestilence  to  the  existing  horrors  ; 
some  regiments  of  soldiers  were  therefore  immediately 
ordered  to  the  spot,  and  employed  in  disinterring  the 
bodies,  and  the  late  King  Ferdinand  II.  proceeded  there 
himself,  and  encouraged  the  workmen  by  his  presence, 

so  that  according  to  a  homely  proverb,  "  the  is  not 

so  black  as  he  is  painted  !" 

The  continuance  of  the  shocks  which  terrified  the 
workers,  and  the  dread  of  contagion,  drove  every  one 
from  the  neighbourhood  who  could  escape,  and  though 
four  carlini,  or  1  s.  4<d.  a  day  were  promised  to  volunteers, 
none  could  be  induced  to  assist  ;  some  stated  that  when 
fairly  at  work,  only  6d.  a  day  would  be  paid  them, 
though  of  this  there  was  no  proof.  Then  ensued  fresh 
tribulation. 

Under  an  absolute  government,  if  a  matter  is  done 
willingly,  tant  mieux,  if  not,  pressure  must  be  used  ; 
and  thus  pressgangs  seized  the  peasants  by  night,  and 
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transporteci  them  to  this  new  and  frightful  fiele!  of 
labour,  till  the  excitement  and  fear  everywhere  prevail- 
ing  became  extreme.  At  Cava  after  a  hard  day's  labour 
in  the  fields,  the  men  retnrned  to  snatch  a  morsel  of 
food,  and  then  fled  to  the  grottoes  and  caves  of  Bunea, 
there  to  pass  the  night,  leaving  their  wives  to  keep 
vigil  at  home  ;  but  many  of  the  women  departed  like- 
wise,  as  in  some  cases  they  were  seized  and  sent  to 
prison  if  their  husbands  were  not  fortheoming. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  sickness  in  our  little  colony 
at  the  time,  which  heightened  the  distress  of  those  unfor- 
tunates  who  lay  on  sick  beds,  while  their  husbands  and 
fiithers  were  hiding  among  the  niountains.  It  was  a 
nervous  time  ;  every  stranger  that  passed  through  the 
village  created  a  panie  ;  the  gens  d'armes  prowled  about, 
and  when  one  dark,  starless  night,  loud  distinct  knock- 
ing  was  heard  against  the  portone  of  the  adjoining  wing, 
occupied  by  peasants,  every  one  listened  in  breathless 
silence,  thinking  that  Wolfh&d  indeed  come  !  "  There's 
knocking  at  the  gate  !"  but  only  a  dim  figure  could  be 
distinguished,  and  loud  and  long  were  the  resounding 
blows  ere  the  stranger  gained  admission,  and  then  only 
on  lettine  a  woman's  voice  be  heard. 

Numerous  cracks  in  Casa  0  ,  from  former  earth- 

quakes,  particularly  the  terrible  one  whieh  occurred  in 
1804,  were  much  enlarged,  and  the  lintel  of  one  door  was 
lifted  quite  out  of  its  place.  Some  pigeon  turrets  were 
thrown  down  on  the  hills,  and  in  the  town  of  Cava  the 
statue  of  the  Madonna,  surmounting  the  Church  of  S. 
Francesco,  was  decapitateci,  though  the  Child  in  her 
arms  was  uninjured  ;  the  Cavesi  regarded  this  as  an  ili- 
omen  for  their  patroness. 
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OHAPTER  XLII. 

It  was  a  dreadful  week  !  Death  was  stalking  abroad, 
grim  and  ghastly,  marking  his  victims,  not  singly,  here 
one  and  there  another — in  a  costly  palace,  or  ruined 
cabin — but  clutching  mercilessly  whole  towns,  and  vii  • 
lages,  and  streets,  in  his  icy  grasp  !  Azrael  hovered  over 
many  a  household,  casting  the  shadow  of  his  dark  wings 
within,  and  what  were  we,  that  we  should  be  spared  \ 

"  I  felt  His  presence,  by  its  speli  of  might, 
Stoop  o'er  me  from  above  ; 
The  cairn,  majestic  presence." 

And  we  covered  our  heads,  and  kept  silence  ! 

I  remember,  also,  on  that  I4th  day  of  August,  there 
was  a  gay  festa  somewhere  near  Cava,  at  Mater  Domini, 

I  think,  and  the  0  s  went  there,  a  happy  party  ; 

merrymaking  in  one  village,  death  shrieks  in  another  ! 
They  left  the  oldest  and  infimi  bizzocca  at  home  alone, 
and  we  remained  in  our  apartments  ;  our  household  had 
sought  a  holiday  likewise,  and  only  our  English  maid 
was  left.  We  sat  on  the  verandah  in  the  twilight,  talk- 
ing  of  the  horror,  and  brooding  over  sad  memories  and 
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present  griefs,  looking  at  the  quiet  hills,  whence  the 
careless  nightingales  poured  forth  their  love  songs,  and 
inhaling  the  sweet  scents  rising  from  the  garden,  where 
not  a  leaf  stirred. 

We  were  roused  by  a  messenger,  who  carne  in  haste  to 

summon  the  0  -s  ;  a  niecewas  dying,  or  dead  ! — they 

were  far  away  merrymaking,  hut  the  old  woman  went  at 
the  cali,  leaving  us  to  acquaint  the  rest. 

We  waited  and  watched,  the  twilight  deepened,  the 
sky  became  of»  a  deeper  blue,  and  the  larger  stars  began 
to  appear  like  diamoli ds.  The  cicale  had  gone  to  rest 
with  the  sun,  and  the  crickets  took  their  place  with  a 
softer  chirrup  ;  the  nightingale's  melody  gushed  out 
everywhere,  in  the  garden  below,  and  on  the  mountains 
around.  Then,  when  the  fire-flies  held  gay  revel  in  the 
lane,  we  heard  a  carriage  approaching,  and  saw  it  stop  al 

the  0  s'  entrance;  they  were  laughing  and  chatting, 

and  Don  Felice  (I  did  not  then  know  who  he  was)  bade 
them  good  night.  Simpson  went  round  by  the  colon- 
nade  to  open  to  their  repeated  knocks,  and  give  them 
some  reason  for  their  sister's  absence,  and  while  thus 
employed,  Don  Felice  returned,  and  knocked  at  our 
entrance.  I  pulled  the  latch-string,  and  then  recollecting 
that  the  upper  door  was  fastened,  I  proceeded  to  let  him 
in,  when  it  struck  me  that  he  might  teli  the  tidings  to 
the  good  ladies.  I  addressed  him  with  some  hesitation, 
being  a  stranger  to  me,  but  as  he  thanked  me  for  my 
attention,  I  inquired  "  whether  he  had  heard  the  news  ?" 

"  What  news?"  he  asked. 

"About  a  young  lady,  a  relation  of  the  0 — — s"1  ?" 
and  then  I  begged  him  to  prepare  them  for  the  illness  of 
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their  niece — I  stopped,  and  he  looked  inquiringly — to 
break  to  theni  the  sad  intelligence  of  her  death! 

"  Oh  !  mia  sorella  !"  he  ejaculated,  half  suffocated.  I 
don't  know  how  I  felt,  or  whether  I  was  conscious  of  any- 
thing  at  ali  !  He  was  pale  as  death,  and  his  black  hair, 
whiskers,  and  dark  clothing,  in  the  feeble  glimmer  of  the 
oil  lamp  I  held,  made  him  look  ghastly  !  I  do  not  fancy 
I  looked  more  "warm  blooded"  than  he,  for  I  had 
wrapped  myself  up,  head  and  ali,  in  a  black  lace  shawl, 
while  sitting  on  the  verandah,  and,  with  the  light  in  my 
hand,  I  doubt  not  we  formed  as  spectral  a  conple  as  can 
well  be  imagined  ! 

Poor  Don  Felice  !  ?twas  a  cruel  blow,  though  given 
unintentionally. 

That  night  we  had  but  little  sleep,  for  the  shocks  were 
felt  three  times  at  Cava,  and  in  the  morning  fallen 
plaster  bore  evidence  to  the  fact  in  our  rooms. 

On  the  night  of  the  16th  of  December,  1857,  the 
Basilicata  and  the  Principato  Citeriore  were  again 
visited  by  the  sanie  calamity,  which  was,  however,  far 
more  disastrous  in  its  efFects,  and  extended  over  a  mudi 
greater  area.  I  beìieve  the  centre  of  the  earthquake  was 
under  the  Gruif  of  Salerno,  whence  the  wave  spread  far 
and  wide.  Potenza  was  laid  in  ruins,  Salerno  much 
injured,  and  sinaller  places  were  levelled  with  the 
ground.  I  cannot  give  the  exact  number  of  deaths,  the 
officiai  and  private  reports  varied,  and  I  think  the 
Government  was  right  :  why  gratify  a  love  of  excitement, 
or  make  men's  blood  run  cold  by  dwelling  on  horrors, 
and  counting  them  one  by  one?  The  numbers  given 
were  fearful  enough,  atany  rate,  8,000,  13,000,  and  even 
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15,000,  but  people  whispered  that  the  last  might  be 
safely  doubled! 

It  was  a  brilliant  winter's  night,  but  bitterly  cold.  To 
be  sitting  quietly  at  work  by  the  fireside  at  10^  p.m., 
with  a  bright  lamp,  and  an  interesting  book,  sounds  com- 
fortable,  does  it  not  ?  Some  one  remarks  that  it  is  a  cold 
night,  and  then  another  rises  to  stir  the  blazing  wood 
fire,  and  bless  Heaven  for  its  warrath,  with  a  petition  for 
the  homeless  at  such  a  season  !  Afterwards,  the  reader 
resumes  her  lecture  aloud,  while  the  rest  ply  their 
needles  ;  suddenly,  ali  stop  with  a  start  and  a  feeling  of 
sickness,  the  heavy  shutters,  three  or  four  inches  in 
thickness  and  fifteen  feet  high,  creak  and  shake,  the 
doors  open,  the  rafters  and  heavy  beams  above  rattle 
and  s train  like  the  timbers  of  a  ship  at  sea — who  that 
felt  it,  has  forjjotten  the  horror  of  that  nisdit  ? 

To  rush  from  the  room,  bora  e  along  like  one  who 
crosses  the  deck  of  a  rolling  vessel,  to  find  the  heavy 
house- door  open  of  itself,  to  bear  the  straining  of  the 
woodwork,  the  noise  of  the  weights  in  the  clock  case,  the 
ringing  of  bells,  and  the  indescribable  rumbling  which 
always  accompanies  an  earthquake,  was  the  work  of  a  few 
minutes,  but  in  those  few  minutes — five,  I  think — there 
were  three  shocks,  horizontal,  verticale  and  circular  (the 
two  latter  the  most  destructive),  and  fifteen  tkousand 
souls  were  numbered  with  the  dead  ! 

Every  house  was  vacated  as  by  magic:  the  people, 
calling  on  the  Virgin  and  Saints  for  protection,  and 
rending  the  air  with  their  cries,  flocked  to  the  squares 
and  open  places  ;  numbers  rushed  to  the  Largo  Vittoria, 
where,  had  worse  followed  and  the  sea  risen,  terrible 
consequences  would  have  ensued  ;  but,  instead  of  rising, 
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it  was  said  the  sea  had  f alien  a  foot.  Those  who  could 
get  carriages  passed  the  greater  part  of  the  night  there. 
Some  friends  of  ours  were  dancing  at  a  soirée,  at  the 

Duchessa  di  0  ,  the  guests  dispersed  instantly,  and 

ali  tried  to  find  their  equipages,  some  successfully  ;  and 
in  their  evening  dresses,  that  bitter  night,  they  sat  wait- 
ing  for  long  hours  in  their  carriages  ;  and  yet,  how  the 
ludicrous  mingles  with  the  most  serious  matters  ! 

In  spite  of  my  own  terror,  I  was  able  to  remark  a 
man,  evidently  roused  from  his  slumbers,  descending  the 
staircase  (which  on  the  continent  is  public  property), 
wearing  a  blue  cotton  nightcap,  and  enveloped  in  a  cloak, 
with  which  he  strove  to  cover  a  poor  baby  he  carried  ; 
his  wife  followed  in  a  white  undress,  scantily  concealed  ; 
he  of  the  nightcap  looked  terribly  scared  ;  /  felt  so  ;  but 
that  headgear  was  irresistible,  nevertheless  ! 

The  shocks  continued  incessantly,  though  after  the 
first  three,  they  were  only  partially  felt  at  Naples.  The 
following  night  half  the  inhabitants  again  turned  into 
the  streets,  according  to  an  idea  of  theirs  that  the 
replica,  or  return  wave,  always  occurs  at  the  same  hour 
the  succeeding  night  ;  countless  carriages  were  stationed 
along  the  Ohiaja,  whose  occupants  beguiled  the  time  with 
reading  by  the  light  of  candles.  I  need  hardly  add  that 
they  waited  in  vain. 

I  saw  a  private  Italian  lettor  from  Romagnano,  dated 
January  3rd,  1858,  containing  a  long  list  of  ruined 
places,  many  immediately  surrounding  that  town,  which, 
however,  suffered  but  slightly.  The  people  were  stili 
dwelling  in  huts,  the  houses  being  unsafe,  and  the  shocks 
continued  day  and  night — the  writer  mentioning  that  he 
was  unable  to  write  at  length,  owing  to  the  confusion  and 


LA  CAVA, 


283 


terror  stili  prevailing  around  :  the  people  were  screaming 
and  half  mad,  and  he  finished  by  adding  that  he  could 
scarce  refrain  his  own  tears  at  siffht  of  the  general  min 
and  desolation  ! 

Most  strange  and  varied  were  the  phenomena.  In  one 
village  the  earth  opened  in  the  centre  of  the  Street, 
extending  the  entire  length,  and  leaving  a  gulf  between 
the  two  rows  of  houses  ;  fields  and  patches  of  ground 
were  twisted  quite  round,  so  that  what  had  occupied  one 
site  was  changed  to  the  opposite  one  ;  rivers  were  dried 
up,  or  their  streams  diverted  to  different  channels.  One 
providential  escape  is  recorded  of  a  young  woman,  who 
was  seated  at  work  during  the  dread  earthquake  at 
Leghorn  :  the  floor  opened  at  her  feet,  and  closed  again, 
clutching  a  portion  of  her  dress  in  the  aperture  ! 

Heavy  rains,  which  often  follow  earthquakes,  succeeded 
the  long  drought  that  had  prevailed  ;  the  wells  had  dried 
up,  the  ground  had-cracked.  During  January,  old 
Vesuvius  made  himself  heard  by  frequent  loud  rum- 
blings  like  subterranean  thunder  ;  after  which,  the  wells 
again  dried  up,  and  animals  showed  signs  of  uneasiness  : 
ali  predicted  the  eruption,  which  followed  in  the  spring. 

Large  subscriptions  were  set  on  foot  by  the  Neapolitans, 
but  it  is  feared  that  a  o-reat  portion  of  the  fimds  went  to 
rebuild  churches  and  convents,  while  the  people  were  let 
starve  :  but  I  know  not  whether  this  be  true.  The 
English  got  up  a  private  collection  ;  but  as  they  would 
not  entrust  the  sum  to  the  authorities,  the  latter  did  not 
look  kindly  on  them,  and  this  occasioned  hot  blood  on 
both  sides.  I  cannot  teli  who  was  in  the  right,  but  I 
know  that  the  funds  were  kindly  and  faithfully  adminis- 
tered  by  two  gentlemen.  who  undertook  to  visit  the 
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disastrous  scene  ;  in  the  depth  of  winter  they  travelled 
through  the  ruined  towns  and  villages,  seeking  out  fit 
ohjects  for  their  charity,  cheering  many  a  desolate  heart, 
and  rewarded  by  the  blessings  of  starving  crowds. 

It  was  curious  to  observe  the  terror  of  animals  :  in  the 
country,  chickens  and  fowls  flew  into  the  trees,  inaking 
a  prodigious  cackling  and  nòise  ;  while  dogs  whined  and 
showed  evident  fear.  At  Naples,  our  cat  was  peaceably 
seated  on  a  table,  half  asleep,  dreaming,  perchance,  of  a 
coming  feast  of  mice,  when  suddenly  it  fell  off,  and 
rushed  away  panie- stricken  ! 

I  will  conclude  this  account  by  quoting  a  portion  of 
one  of  the  notes  to  the  "Layof  the  Last  Minstrel,"  * 
which  would  seem  to  imply  a  novel  cause  for  ali  such 
calamities  in  this  ill~fated  country. 

"  It  is  more  than  probable,  that  many  of  the  marvels 
narrated  in  the  life  of  Virgil  are  of  Orientai  extraction. 
Among  such,  I  am  disposed  to  reckon  the  following 
whimsical  account  of  the  foundation  of  Naples,  con- 
taining  a  curious  theory  concerning  the  origin  of  the 
earthquakes  with  which  it  is  afflicted.  Virgil,  who  was 
a  person  of  gallantry,  had,  it  seems,  carried  off  the 
daughter  of  a  certain  Soldan,  and  was  anxious  to  secure 
his  prize  : — 

"  '  Than  he  thought  in  his  mynde  how  he  myghte 
marye  hyr,  and  thought  in  his  mynde  to  founde  in  the 
middes  of  the  see  a  fayer  towne,  with  great  landes 
belongynge  to  it  ;  and  so  he  did  by  his  cunnynge,  and 
called  it  Napells.  And  the  fandacyon  of  it  was  of  egges, 
and  in  that  town  of  Napells  he  made  a  tower  with  ini 


*  Note  3,  x.,  i">age  129, 
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corners,  and  in  the  toppe  he  set  an  apell  upon  an  yron 
yarde,  and  no  man  culde  pulì  away  that  apell  without  he 
brake  it  ;  and  thoroughe  that  yren  set  he  a  bolte,  and  in 
that  bolte  set  he  a  egge.  And  he  henge  the  apell  by  the 
stauke  upon  a  cheyne,  and  so  liangeth  it  stili.  And 
when  the  egge  styrreth,  so  shulde  the  towne  of  Napells 
quake  ;  and  whan  the  egge  brake,  then  shulde  the  towne 
sinke.  Whan  he  had  made  an  ende,  he  lette  cali  it 
Napells/ 

"  This  appears  to  have  been  an  article  of  current  belief 
during  the  middle  ages,  as  appears  from  the  statutes  of 
the  order  "  Du  Saint  Esprit  au  droit  désir,"  instituted 
in  1352.  A  chapter  of  the  knights  is  appointed  to  be 
held  annually  at  the  Castle  of  the  Enchanted  Egg,  near 
the  Grotto  of  Virgil."* 

Query. — Is  the  Castello  dell'  Ovo  the  Enchanted 
Castle  \ 

An  annual  religious  ceremony  is  held  in  some  under- 
ground or  under-sea  chapel,  within  its  walls,  but  I  do 
not  know  the  particulars  ;  the  public,  I  believe,  are 
then  admitted. 


*  Montfaucon,  voi.  ii.,  p.  329. 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

We  took  a  lons:  ride  last  evening  on  the  eastern  side  of 
the  Valley,  passing  the  Convent  of  Dupino  and  the 
Villages  of  Rotolo,  Oasapura,  &c.  Descending  opposite 
the  hospital,  near  the  bridge,  the  patii  crosses  the  ravine, 
and  aseends  the  opposite  hill,  where  it  becomes  very 
steep,  and,  consequently,  affords  a  good  view  ;  it  is  a 
favourite  point  with  artists,  one  of  whom  we  saw  seated 
by  the  roadside,  busily  transferring  St.  Martino  and 
Monte  Finestra  to  canvass  —  the  picture  appeared  far 
advanced,  and  not  ili  executed. 

From  Rotolo,  we  wound  along  the  mountain  sides,  now 
going  far  into  glens,  green  and  wooded,  and  again 
emerging  into  a  full  view  of  Cava  and  our  own  paese, 
which  latter  showed  to  considerable  advantage.  From 
Santi  Quaranta  (or  the  Forty  Saints)  I  found  the  ascent 
far  less  agreeable,  as  it  very  nearly  reached  the  per- 
pendicular,  so  that  I  already  began  to  contemplate  the 
descent  with  no  pleasurable  anticipation  :  we  had  the 
mountain  wall  on  our  right,  the  wood-covered  steep  on 
our  left,  thick  and  impenetrable.  Here  we  saw  a  black 
snake,  or  viper,  I  know  not  which,  three  feet  in  length, 
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which  wriggled  across  our  patii  very  quickly,  and 
disappeared  again  in  tlie  brushwood.  The  poor  guide 
looked  at  his  bare  feet  nervously,  for  vipers  are  nu- 
merous  in  tliese  woods,  and  their  bite  is  very  dangerous, 
I  believe,  but  they  do  not  descend  to  the  cultivated 
parts. 

Passing  the  village  called  Croce,  we  reached  the  plain 
near  Monte  Costa,  from  whence  we  could  see  the  plain  of 
Psestum,  Eboli,  &c,  and  nearer  to  us  Salerno — behind 
which,  on  a  low  hill,  we  noticed  an  old  tower,  a  me- 
morial  of  the  French. 

We  were  close  to  the  Telegraph  Mountain,  the  highest 
peak  in  the  neigbourhood,  but  the  road  to  it  is  so  steep, 
that  I  ani  not  tempted  to  try  to  it.  The  poor  director, 
however,  has  to  tread  it  daily,  going  there  every  morning 
at  daylight,  and  returning  to  Cava  at  dusk,  so  that  his 
post  is  certainly  no  sinecure.  The  gentlemen  went 
there  one  day,  and  found  him  an  intelligent,  agreeable 
mari,  very  glad  of  a  visit  from  strangers  to  enliven  his 
solitude  ;  as  a  piece  of  news,  he  informed  them  that  the 
English  fleet  was  on  its  way  to  JNaples  :  they  doubted, 
but  he  persisted,  and,  in  proof  of  his  authentic  information, 
showed  them  the  intelligence,  telegraphed  from  Sicily,  of 
the  fleet  having  passed  that  island  on  its  way.  But 

stili  they  told  him  it  could  not  be,  when  Mr.  M  

exclaimed, 

"  It  cannot  be  trae,  for  this  gentleman  is  ,  and 

he  ought  to  know." 

"  Indeed!"  was  the  reply,  with  a  low  bow,  and  to  the 
annoyance  of  the  one,  and  the  wonderment  of  the  other, 
the  Signor  Direttore  instantly  ceased  speaking,  and 
began  to  signalize  actively,  after  which  he  resumed  the 
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conversation  as  if  the  interruption  had  been  a  mere 
matter  of  course.    The  Neapolitan  Government  would 

receive  the  important'  information  that  and  

were  then  at  the  telegraph  office,  and  said  the  fleet  was 
not  en  route  to  visit  His  Majesty  ! 

This  was  no  novelty  to  one  of  our  party,  who,  when 
travelling  through  Calabria,  many  years  ago,  fòund  him- 
self  expected  at  every  large  town  or  petty  village  ;  lodged 
at  the  Intendenza,  provided  with  horses  and  guards,  &c., 
and  on  subequently  expressing  his  surprise  thereat  to  the 

Principe  di  R  ,  the  latter  laughed,  and  told  him  his 

proceedings  were  ali  telegraphed  in  advance. 

We  descended  from  La  Costa  by  another  path,  though 
eqnally  steep,  and  proceeded  to  La  Valle,  following 
thence  for  some  way  a  track  leading  to  Salerno,  which, 
winding  into  two  ravines,  narrow  and  solitary,  was  wild 
and  pretty  in  the  extreme.  We  stopped  by  a  little  road- 
sìde  chapel,  and  looked  down  on  the  busy,  thickly  built 
town  of  Salerno,  where  soldiers  were  exercising  on  the 
Marina,  the  soft  strains  of  their  beautiful  band  rising  to 
us  on  the  stili  evening  air,  clear  and  distinct.  The  sea 
spread  like  a  mirror  to  our  right,  dotted  with  boats,  and 
the  broad  plain  of  Psestum  exhibited  every  variety  of 
light  and  darkest  shade,  the  atmosphere  being  so  clear 
that  the  temples  themselves  were  plainly  visible  to  the 
naked  eye.  Beyond,  the  beautiful  mountains  rose  behind 
each  other,  reflecting  the  sunset,  as  it  were,  in  varied 
hues,  from  rosy  lilac  to  silvery  gray,  the  highest,  most 
lovely,  and  most  distant  being  tiiose  overlooking  Melfi  ! 
What  a  contrast  their  cairn,  peaceful  aspect  to  the  deso- 
lation  and  woe  associateci  with  that  name  ! 

We  were  both,  struck  (looking  down  from  such  a 
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height)  at  the  oddity  of  those  pigmies,  who  were  playing 
at  war,  being  our  defender  sì  They  appeared  like  so 
many  bees,  and  yet  this  neighbourliood  was  crowded 
with  evidences  of  man's  handiwork  ! 

The  red  temples  in  the  far  distance  gleaming  in  the 
last  rays  of  the  sun — the  old  castle,  whose  walls  circled 
the  mountain's  slope — the  lofty  Oathedral,  with  the  town 
nestling  under  its  wings — the  villages,  centuries  old, 
sprinkled  among  the  hills — ali  these  were  mementoes  of 
his  life  and  activity  in  past  ages — as  the  bark  with 
snowy  sails  gliding  over  the  cairn  bosom  of  the  sea,  and 
the  large  vessel  riding  quietly  at  anchor  after  her  recent 
voyage  to  distant  lands,  spoke  of  his  business  and  enter- 
prize  in  the  present  day. 

The  evening  was  very  lovely,  and  the  Marina  of 
Salerno  was  crowded  with  loiterers  enjoying  its  influence, 
and  listening  to  the  music  :  we  saw  numero us  carriages 
driving  up  and  down,  or  stopping  near  the  band,  but  we 
had  far  to  go,  and  were  forced  to  turn  our  faces  home- 
wards. 

On  our  return  we  saw  a  glorious  sunset,  giving  pro- 
mise of  a  fine  morrow  ;  truly,  in  these  beautiful  lands, 
the  heart  blesses  God  for  His  handiwork,  and  is  lifted  to 
Him  in  praise  and  thanksgiving  for  His  creations! 

"  To  study  God,  God's  student,  man,  was  made, 
To  read  Him  as  in  nature' s  text  conveyed; 
Not  as  in  Heaven,  but  as  He  did  descend 
To  earth,  His  easier  book,  where  to  suspend 
And  save  His  miracles,  each  little  flower, 
And  lesser  fly,  shows  His  familiar  power." 

Sir  W.  Davenant. 

It  was  dark  as  we  neared  home,  the  moon  had  not  yet 
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risen,  and  our  lane  presented  a  most  gloomy  appearance; 
a  man  carne  up  with  us,  remaining  dose  by  our  side  the 
wliole  way,  until  we  emerged  from  between  the  high, 
dark  banks,  and  were  in  sight  of  the  house  and  human 
life,  when  he  slackened  his  pace,  and  dropped  behind. 
On  my  alluding  to  him  to  the  guide,  he  said  he  was 
only  an  old  man  returning  from  his  work  ;  "  besides, 
signorina,"  and  he  cautiously  lowered  his  voice,  "  I  have 
this  good  stick,  and  if  any  people  did  come,  they  would 
find  me  prepared  !" 

Ali  honour  to  his  bravery  !  though  I  fear  his  previous 
silence,  and  the  way  he  recovered  his  voice  when  we  left 
the  dark  lane,  argued  against  his  words. 

I  cannot  compliment  Neapolitans  much  as  to  their 
courage.  I  remember  a  woman  cornine  to  our  house  one 
day  on  business,  when  she  and  our  butler  got  to  high 
words  about  some  trifle  ;  the  wife  of  the  latter  bravely 
took  his  part  (for  the  women  have  twice  the  spirit  of 
their  lords  !),  and  the  clamour  rose  to  such  a  pitch,  that 
an  admonition  became  necessary,  "  that  it  was  to  cease 
direct ly.,,  "  But,  sir,  she  says  she  will  send  her  husband 
to  beat  me  !  to  beat  me!"  screamed  the  hero,  with  white 
face,  and  lips  quivering  with  passion,  while  his  better 
half  looked  thunder  and  lightning  at  the  enemy.  Oh  ! 
how  our  English  maid  laughed  at  and  taunted  the  man 
ever  after,  what  battles  they  had  for  the  respective 
honours  of  England  and  Naples,  when  he,  having  been 
once  a  soldier,  talked  big,  and  she  reminded  him  of  the 
flagellation  the  woman  had  promised  him. 

Many  years  ago,  at  a  court  ball,  Admiral  Sir  B  

P  carne  up  to  us  laughing  very  heartily,  "  Oh  ! 

C  ,  I  have  something  very  ri  eh  to  teli  you  :  old 
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A  *  says  he  commanded  the  C  in  the  Tunisian 

war,  and  that  two  frigates  once  sailed  out  to  attack  him. 
<Wel],  did  you  sink  them  bothl'  I  asked.  'No,  I 
outsailed  them  !  I  outsailed  them  !  She  sailed  capitallyf  " 
Let  me  remind  my  readers,  as  a  set-off  to  this,  how 
Captain  Oliver,  of  H.M,S.  Mars,  80,  being  assailed  by 
four  French  frigates,  sank  one  and  captured  another, 
while  the  remaining  two  beat  the  retreat,  leaving  our 
gallant  countryman  the  victor  !  Ali  honour  to  the 
brave  ! 

Casa  0  put  on  holiday  attire  this  morning  ;  the 

Host  was  brought  in  procession  from  the  church  at 
Vetranto  to  the  little  chapel  in  this  house.  Everybody 
was  up  and  stirring  by  cockcrow,  stripping  the  garden  of 
every  flower,  and  devoting  the  same  to  the  adornment  of 
the  court,  chapel,  and  trellised  walk  facing  the  great 
entrance.  The  power  of  a  summer  sun  compels  these 
good  people  to  be  early— or  late — in  their  processions,  in 
which  they  evince  infinitely  more  wisdom  than  their 
town-bred  confrères. 

Entrance  to  our  apartments  was  requested  to  hang 
rich  crimson  damask  counterpanes  out  of  the  Windows  ; 
whether  they  are  ever  devoted  to  any  more  ordinary 
use,  I  know  not  ;  but  they  were  fit  for  a  regal  couch.  A 
blue  satin  aitar  covering  was  suspended  from  the  window 
over  the  oratory,  where  a  tray  of  rose  leaves  was  likewise 
prepared  to  be  showered  softly  on  the  tonsure  of  the 
officiating  ecclesiastic,  as  he  should  pass  underneath. 

At  Vetranto,  the  famous  silver  beli  was  rung  con- 
stantly,  and  mortaletti  kept  up  a  frequent  banging  ;  an 

*  A  retired  Admiral  in  the  Neapolitan  Service. 
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earsplitting  band  shortly  struck  up,  and  then  the  cortège 
was  declared  to  be  approaching.  It  was  not  very  magni- 
ficent  ;  the  band  led  the  way,  followed  by  a  confraternity 
in  dirty  white  gowns  and  unshaven  faces  ;  then  carne  the 
priest  carrying  the  sacred  wafer,  and  walking  beneath  a 
canopy  held  over  his  head  ;  ali  the  villagers,  high  and 
low,  brought  up  the  rear,  chanting  some  prayers  and 
hymns  in  delightful  discordance  with  the  music.   I  could 

have  laughed,   but  some  of  the  O  s  were  piously 

kneeling  at  our  balconies,  and  others  commenced  throw- 
ing  the  rose  leaves  profusely,  as  soon  as  the  priest  left 
the  canopy  to  enter  the  chapel  ;  then  they  rushed  down 
stairs  to  be  present  at  the  elevation,  and  we  were  left 
alone. 

Everybody  in  the  road  knelt  for  a  few  minutes,  after 

which  the  train  moved  onwards  (the  0  s  having 

joined  it)  down  the  lane  to  the  little  chapel  of  the  Pur- 
gatorio, and  then  ce  by  the  village  church  back  to 
Vetranto.  When  the  religious  part  of  their  duty  was 
ended,  the  band  returned  to  honour  us,  and  every  other 
private  house,  with  their  agro-dolce  strains,  and  we  had 
to  give  them  a  trifle  in  haste,  to  be  rid  of  them. 

Apropos  of  music,  we  were  regaled  with  a  serenade 
the  other  night  ;  several  young  Italy  men,  in  their  en- 
thusiasm  for  England  and  liberty,  chose  this  mode  of 
demonstrating  their  feelings,  and  treated  us  to  some 
good  instrumentai  music  and  singing.  Some  American 
friends  were  similarly  visited,  but  the  poor  silly  youths'' 
empressement  brought  them  to  grief,  for  they  went  off  to 
a  foreign  merchant  vessel,  anchored  at  Vietri,  and  treated 
her  to  their  songs,  which  terminated  in  jeremiads  at  the 
Prefettura. 
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I  approached  my  window  about  9  p.m.,  and  was  much 
touched  at  hearing  ali  our  poor  neighbours  engaged  at 
their  prayers,  ere  retiring  to  rest  ;  their  liuts  were  dark, 
but  in  each  the  voices  of  husband  and  wife,  and  of 
other  members  of  the  family,  were  distinctly  audible, 
repeating  their  litanies  in  alternate  parts.  At  dusk, 
when  we  are  returning  home,  we  see  groups  of  girls 
standing  before  their  cottages,  singing  a  kind  of  vesper 
hymn  for  two  or  more  voices,  which  is  pleasing  enough, 
though  consisting  but  of  four  bars  ;  the  seconds  sing 
their  part  in  perfect  harmony  with  the  rest  :  here  it  is — 

I  stood  some  time  011  my  balcony,  listening  to  the 
murmuring  voices  below,  fit  accompaniments  to  the 
beautiful  night  scene  and  landscape  around  :  the  moun- 
tains,  so  grand  and  solemn  ;  the  blue  vault  of  Heaven,  in 
which  the  moon  shone  in  unclouded  splendour  ;  the  trees, 
and  tali,  spectral-looking  poplars,  whose  leaves  were 
motionless  ;  the  soft  chirrup  of  the  crickets  ;  the  song 
of  the  niffhtinsjale,  wooing  his  mate  :  and  the  beautiful 
Gulf  of  Salerno  in  the  distance,  "  across  which  the  moon 
had  already  flung  a  trembling  bar  of  silvery  light  !" 

Ah,  me  !  on  these  cairn  summer  nights,  amid  La 
Cava  mountains,  when  beautiful  nature  and  I  hold  sweet 
converse  together,  what  chequered  memories  arise,  un- 
bidden,  of  ali  the  lovely  and  the  good  that  I  have  known 
— the  scenes  where  we  have  met — the  joys  and  griefs 
that  we  have  shared  !  How  the  dim  past  grows  plain, 
till  one  seems  to  live  again  in  its  shadowy  days  ! 
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"  Tristes  pensamientosy 
X>e  alegres  memorias  !  " 

How  we  cling  to  their  remembrance,  and  shrink  from 
looking  at  the  future  !  And  yet  such  summer  nights, 
Heaven's  own  creation,  speak  to  every  heart  of  their 
Creator,  of  eternity,  and  of  a  stili  brighter  land  "  where 
there  shall  be  no  more  crying,  and  where  the  weary  be 
at  rest.'* 

"  Mysterious  night  !  when  our  first  parent  knew 
Thee,  from  report  divine,  and  heard  thy  name, 
Did  he  not  tremble  for  this  lovely  frame — 

This  glorious  canopy  of  light  and  blue  ? 

Yet,  'neath  a  curtain  of  translucent  dew, 

Bathed  in  the  rays  of  the  great  setting  flame, 
Hesperus,  with  the  host  of  heaven,  carne, 

And,  lo  l  creation  widened  in  man's  view. 

Who  could  have  thought  such  darkness  lay  conceaFd 
Within  thy  beams,  O  sun  !  or  who  could  find, 

Whilst  fly,  and  leaf,  and  insect  stood  revealed, 

That  to  such  countless  orbs  thou  mad'st  us  blind  ! 

Why  do  we,  then,  shun  death  with  anxious  strife  ? 

If  light  can  thus  deceive,  wherefore  not  life  ?"  * 

*  This  sonnet,  by  Bianco  White,  was  pronounced  by  Coleridge 
to  be  the  best  in  the  English  language. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

We  were  cantéring  along  the  high  road  between  Molino 
and  Vietri,  when,  lo  !  a  sudden  puff  of  wind  blew  back 
my  hat,  and  down  fell  my  hair.  Here  was  a  mess  to 
be  in  ! 

The  hat  was  readjusted,  and  I  did  my  best  to  remedy 
the  mischief  it  had  occasioned  ;  but  the  first  trot  we  got 
into  brought  my  love-locks  about  my  ears  again,  in  a 
worse  plight  than  before,  as  half  the  pins  had  been  lost 
in  the  previous  mischance. 

In  novels  it  is  always  very  effective  to  introduce  the 
heroine  in  some  such  tableau  as  the  following  : — 

"  Cynthia's  grief  was  heartrending  to  behold.  In  the 
confusion,  her  comb  had  detached  itself  ;  and  her  beau- 
tiful auburn  tresses  huno;  about  her  shoulders  in  rich 
profusion,  adding,  if  possible,  to  her  loveliness,  while 
her  tearful  eyes,11  &c,  &c. 

Oh,  dear  me  !  cannot  we  ali  imagine  Oynthia,  with 
prostrate  form,  humid  eyes,  upliftéd  hands,  and  floating 
locks,  while  the  comb  (which  fell  strangely  enough,  just 
at  the  right  moment  !)  rolls  away  under  some  table  or 
chair.    I  dare  say  ali  the  gentlemen  commiserate  her 
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from  the  very  bottom  of  their  tender  hearts,  but  my 
private  opinion  has  ever  been,  when  reading  sudi  a 
scena  sentimentale •■,  that  tearful  eyes  (as  a  naturai  conse- 
quence)  iniply  red  eyelids,  swelled  face,  and  the  et 
carter  as  which  always  will  ensue  at  "  the  meeting  of  the 
waters  f  and  the  dishevelled  hair  either  makes  a  round 
face  stili  rounder,  or  a  long  one  more  lankey,  while  it  has 
been  the  daily  endeavour  of  the  heroine,  when  doing  the 
said  hair  of  a  mommo-  to  counteract  and  soften  either  of 
these  extremes  ! 

So,  ladies  mine,  take  advice,  and  let  ali  be  taut  and 
trim,  when  you  want  to  make  an  effect  ! 

I  don't  know  what  has  made  me  moralize  in  this 
fashion  for  the  benefit  of  my  sisters,  unless  it  be  owing 
to  my  feelings  on  seeing  a  private  carriage  drive  slowly 
by,  while  I  was  in  the  said  miserable  plight  ;  but  I 
tried  to  look  unconcerned,  and  as  if  it  was  the  pìeasantest 
tirino-  in  the  world  to  have  one's  headgear  disarrano-ed. 
Suddenly  I  bethought  me  of  seeking  help  at  the  hands 
of  our  Vietri  friends  ;  so  donning  my  hat,  and  making 
the  best  of  a  bad  job,  we  made  for  the  town.  As  I 
looked  quite  at  my  ease,  I  dare  say  ali  the  ladies  leaning 
over  balconies,  and  the  gents  lounging  at  caffè  doors, 
thought  it  was  only  one  more  of  the  thousand  and  one 
freaks  of  Ingresi,  and  as  reasonable  a  mode  of  dressing 
hair  as  the  blue,  green,  and  gray  cabbage-nets  which 
some  wear  hanging  half  way  down  their  backs. 

We  found  the  C          at  home,  and  were  shown  into 

the  galleria,  where  the  blinds  had  to  be  opened  to  admit 
daylight  ;  we  were  seated  in  state  on  the  sofà,  while  the 
family  formed  a  semicircle  round  us  on  chairs,  and  then 
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I  stateci  my  case.  The  good  lady  was  full  of  concern 
and  sympathy. 

"  Oh,  cara  signorina,  tutta  la  mia  casa  è  alla  sua 
disposizione  !  La  servirò  io  da  cameriera  !  "  And 
taking  my  hand,  she  led  me  into  her  room,  and  then 
proceeded  to  put  her  words  into  execution  :  in  vain  I 
pleaded  that  I  could  manage  everything  myself.  "  No, 
she  must  be  hairdresser." 

"  Then  pray  let  your  maid  do  my  hair,  if  you  will  not 
let  me." 

It  was  of  no  use,  she  set  to  work  herseìf  ;  and  with 
her  sweet  little  daughter  as  handmaiden,  and  the  attend- 
ant  looking  on,  I  was  soon  turned  out  of  hand  in  a 
most  fmished  state. 

This  kind  lady  was  brought  up  at  the  Miracoli, 
whither  her  little  girl  is  shortly  to  proceed  also  ;  she  is 
a  most  pleasing  young  woman,  very  different  to  her  old 
mother-in-law,  who  is  queen-regnant,  not  dowager,  in 
the  household,  as  according  to  Neapolitan  law,  though 
the  son  be  head  of  the  house,  his  mother,  not  his  wife,  is 
the  mistress. 

Old  Madame  0          is  rather  in  my  black  books  just 

now3  for  one  evening,  during  an  expedition  to  Salerno, 
we  were  caught  in  a  perfect  torrent  of  rain,  which  the 
raised  hood  of  the  carriage  availed  but  little  to  keep  out. 
Without  shawls  or  wraps,  we  were  miserably  off  ;  and 
on  reaching  Vietri,  I  proposed  our  seeking  shelter  under 

the  porte-cochère  of  the  0  's  house,  and  asking 

them  to  lend  us  some  wraps — anything,  in  short,  to 
cover  our  knees.  My  proposai  was  acted  on,  and  the 
servant  sent  up  with  our  appeal.  The  Dowager  was  at 
home  alone,  the  daughter-in-law  had  gone  to  Cava  to 
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visit  us,  and  she  could  give  us  nothing,  everything  was 
locked  up.  I  sent  up  another  softening  message,  begging 
for  anything,  a  table-cloth,  counterpane,  &c.  ;  and  after 
a  series  of  crusty  negatives,  a  blanket  was  sent  down, 
and  thankfully  received,  in  spite  of  which  we  reacbed 
home  in  a  rueful  state. 

The  old  lady  did  not  appear  during  this  visit.  When 
we  returned  to  the  drawing-room,  after  the  hair-dressing, 
we  found  ices  prepared  for  us.  Ali  the  ehildren  carne  in 
for  their  portions,  the  papa  and  mamma  taking  alternate 
spoonfuls  with  their  olive  branches,  so  that  we  were  not 
sorry  when  the  feeding  process  terminated,  and  we  could 
take  our  leave,  though  our  hostess's  good  nature  made 
us  willingly  shut  our  eyes  to  such  trifles. 

We  then  rode  on  the  beautiful  Costiera,  where  a  cool 
tramontana  blew  through  every  glen,  and  revived  us 
greatly  after  the  day's  beat  ;  the  latter  at  times  is  well 
nigh  unbearable  during  an  Italian  summer,  and  makes 
one  quite  sulky  with  oneself  and  ali  the  world  besides, 
but  the  evenings  and  nights  make  ampie  amends. 

We  stopped  at  Citara,  and  dismounting,  got  on  the 
wall  by  the  roadside,  to  examine  the  village,  while  we 
despatched  a  messenger  for  a  glass  of  water  ;  we  were 
on  a  level  with  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  and  in  a  very 
few  minutes  every  terrace  possessed  an  occupant,  every 
balcony  and  house  door  turned  out  an  inmate  of  the 
tenement,  whose  sole  business  was  to  stare  at  us,  and 
whisper  their  remarks  to  one  another;  anon,  a  few 
bolder  spirits  even  got  on  the  road,  and  drew  near  for  a 
better  view  ! 

The  glass  of  water  was  an  age  coming  ;  perhaps  the 
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messenger  was  staring  likewise  from  a  respectable  dis- 
tance — wlio  knows  \ 

So  many  pairs  of  eyes  began  by  degrees  to  put  us  out 
of  countenance,  for  had  we  been  certain  it  was  only 
admìration  we  exeited,  our  gratified  vanity  might  not 
have  complained,  but  an  Ingrese  at  Citara  was  equiva- 
jent  to  a  Tarfcar  in  London  ! 

Just  then  E  descended  from  his  elevation,  sajdng 

he  would  no  longer  divert  public  attention  from  me,  and 
thus  leaving  me  in  the  lurch,  I  could  not  restrain  iuy 
merriment  as  I  shrank  down  behind  the  walL  The 
water  at  length  arrived,  and  we  started  again,  leaving 
plenty  of  food  for  speculation  behind  us. 

Among  the  number  of  our  admirers  (?)  I  remarked  a 
peasant,  who  was  purchasing  cocoons  at  a  cottage  door, 
but  suspended  his  bargaining  to  look  at  us.  Ali  the 
countrypeople  keep  a  few  silkworms  in  their  omnium 
gatherum  hovels  ;  and  this  reminds  me  that  we  went 
lately  to  a  house  at  Cava  to  see  the  silk  wound  off  the 
cocoons,  which  were  placed  in  large  coppers  of  boiling 
water,  heated  from  beneath.  One  woman,  with  par- 
boiled  fingers,  collected  the  cobweb  from  five  or  six 
cocoons,  and  guided  them  to  a  wheel  (turned  by  another 
female)  which  twisted  these  several  strands  into  one. 
The  room  was  so  dose  and  stewy  that  we  beat  a  hasty 
retreat. 

The  Costiera  affords  a  delightful  level  ride,  as  the 
road  is  smooth,  free  from  dust,  and  traversed  by  few 
passengers,  but  the  turnings  are  sudden,  and  one  of 
these  brought  us  almost  into  collision  with  a  phaeton. 
We  had  galloped  round  one  of  the  ravines,  and  had  just 
reached  the  brow  of  the  next  hill,  when  the  carriage 
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turned  it,  drawn  by  two  spirited  horses,  and  was  nearly 
upon  us  ;  both  parties  carne  to  a  sudden  halt,  tlie  gen- 
tleman who  was  driving,  calling  out  to  me, 

"  N'ayez  pas  peur  !    N'ayez  pas  peur  !" 

He  had  his  fiery  steeds  perfectly  under  command,  and 
they  stood  suddenly  stock  stili,  while  our  sorry  mountain 
ponies  had  not  life  enough  in  them  to  cut  any  capers. 

This  I  fear  will  prove  my  last  ride  at  Cava  ;  the 
rainy  season  is  at  hand,  and  with  it  comes  our  return  to 
town.  Heavy  rains  fall  towards  the  end  of  August,  or 
beginning  of  September,  when  the  damp  and  cold  tempe- 
rature render  these  country  houses  very  comfortless  ; 
summer  is  then  terminated,  and  autumn  immediately 
succeeds.  For  those  who  courageously  weather  the 
storni,  La  Cava  becomes  again  delightful,  though  even- 
ing  walks  must  be  replaced  by  afternoon  rambles,  and 
early  dinners  be  changed  to  late  hours  ;  but  the  interlude 
is  neither  pleasant  nor  healthy,  and  most  people  pass  it 
at  Sorrento,  as  Naples  continues  unbearably  hot  through 
October,  though  summer  hours  after  the  middle  of  Sep- 
tember are  at  an  end. 

The  8th  of  September,  when  the  féte  of  Pièdigrotta 
enlivens  the  capital,  is  also  a  gala  bere,  it  being  the 
nameday  of  the  Virgin,  the  patroness  of  La  Cava.  We 
have  received  an  invitation  to  see  the  fireworks  from 

Palazzo  S  ,  in  the  square  of  St.  Francesco,  where 

they  are  let  off,  and  as  the  illuminations  are  general  and 
very  beautiful,  we  shall  delay  our  departure  till  after 
that  event. 


1  At  length  Cava  is  subsiding  into  something  like  its 
former  state  of  quiescence,  after  a  week  of  turmoil  and 
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excitement.  During  the  novena,  or  nine  days  pre- 
ceding  the  fète,  the  streets  were  filled  with  carriages 
conveying  the  devout  from  ali  parts  of  the  neighbour- 
hood  to  evening  service  at  the  church  of  Santa  Maria 
dell'  Olmo. 

W orkmen  thronged  the  town,  hammering  boards  and 
erecting  scaffoldings  for  the  illuminations.  Carts  laden 
with  myrtle  stopped  ali  passage,  and  when  seeking 
shelter  beneath  the  arcades,  a  shout  of  "  Guarda  ! 
guarda!"  immediately  behind,  sent  the  frightened  pe- 
destrian  into  a  shop  to  escape  a  Hercules  of  a  peasant, 
almost  lost  to  view  beneath  a  load  of  the  same  fragrant 
shrub  ;  ali  required  for  the  decorations.  One  looked  up 
at  the  mountains  involuntarily,  half  expecting  to  see 
thern  denuded  of  verdure — but,  no,  they  were  green  as 
ever  ! 

Unhappily,  the  rainy  season  commonly  destroys  ali 
preparations,  often  obliging  the  fireworks  to  be  post- 
poned.  This  year  rain  fell  likewise,  but  less  determi- 
nately,  and  during  the  three  days  of  the  illuminations 
it  was  rather  refreshing  than  otherwise,  being  only 
sufficient  to  lay  the  dust.  In  the  lanes  and  country 
round,  the  peasants  were  busy  for  days  beforehand,  pre- 
paring  their  holiday  clothes,  making  and  mending, 
washing  ancl  drying,  on  every  tree  and  wall,  while  hair- 
dressing  continued  from  morning  till  night. 

On  one  of  the  three  nights  we  drove  through  the 
town  to  see  ali  the  sights  ;  the  dingy  houses  and  black- 
ened  arches  were  hardly  to  be  recognised,  they  were  so 
festooned  with  myrtle,  evergreens,  and  coloured  lamps. 
The  arcades  on  either  side  were  wreathed  with  green, 
with  draperies  of  crimson  and  white  calicò  tastefully 


v 


302 


LA  CAVA. 


hung  ;  wreaths  were  suspended  across  the  Street,  with 
the  different  coloured  lamps  prettily  arranged  to  forni 
some  design,  presenting  a  far  more  striking  and  pictu- 
resque  effect  than  the  glaring  white  stars,  &c,  obtained 
in  England  from  gas  alone.  Some  good  natured  people 
allowed  travelling  theatricals  to  station  themselves  in 
their  porte  cochères,  from  whence  gay  strains  of  music 
issued,  and  here  and  there  a  select  band,  consisting  of 
one  or  two  fiddlers,  performed  before  a  saint  or  madonna 
belonging  to  gaily  lighted  confectioners.  At  each 
entrance  of  the  town  there  was  an  ornamentai  arch,  and 
that  nearest  the  church  contained  a  largo  transparency 
and  stage,  where  an  excellent  military  band  was  sta- 
tioned,  two  more  playing  in  other  quarters  besides. 

Slowly  our  carriage  forced  a  way  through  the  mass  of 
human  beings,  the  coachman  prayjng,  coaxing,  and  ex- 
postulating  for  a  passage  ;  and  the  people  exchanging 
witticisms  and  remarks  with  him.  A  Neapolitan  crowd 
is  a  very  good  natured  monster,  very  different  to  one  in 
this  country,  and  as  there  is  ne  ver  any  drunkenness  at 
their  festivities,  the  poor  people  are  quite  orderly  and 
good  tempered,  and  traverse  the  streets  quietly  in  family 
groups,  the  husband  carrying  half  the  babies,  the  wife 
bedizened  with  trinkets,  panting  under  her  share  of  the 
olive  branches,  while  ali  try  to  make  room  if  a  respect- 
able  person  wishes  to  pass.  The  Neapolitans  tura  sulky 
as  bears  if  you  row  them,  and  in  this  John  Bull,  when 
thrashing  hackney  coachmen,  and  swearing  at  facchini 
and  lazzaroni,  errs  grievously,  and  only  gets  what  he 
deserves,  i.  e.,  to  be  treated  with  the  greatest  nonchalance, 
and  find  his  opponent  as  resolute  as  himself,  while  ali 
the  bystanders  make  common  cause  with  the  offender; 
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whereas  a  kind  word  or  a  jest  wins  their  hearts  di- 
rectly. 

In  our  country  of  Liberty  and  Equality,  where,  how- 
ever,  such  a  line  is  drawn  between  castes,  this  last  is  out 
of  the  question,  but  "  in  Turkey  you  must  do  as  the 
iurkeys  do,"  or  else  you  fare  badly  enough  ;  yet  your 
dignity  is  never  lowered  thereby,  nor  your  position  for- 
gotten. 

While  comparing  a  persoli  under  difficulties  in  En- 
gland  and  Naples,  I  will  mention,  though  not  quite 
àpropos,  that  twice  at  the  latter  place  we  were  kept 
waiting  for  our  carriage  at  theatres.  Once  at  San  Carlo, 
when  our  footraan  took  his  friends  for  a  drive,  and  failed 
to  fetch  us  at  the  appointed  hour  (nothing  very  won- 
derful).  We  remained  in  the  box,  seeing  the  house 
darkened,  the  dust  rising  every where,  ghostly  figures 
crossing  the  dreary  stage — recently  the  scene  of  so 
much  animation  and  enchantment — and  then  descended 
to  the  first  tier,  where  we  sought  shelter  till  every 
light  was  extinguished,  and  the  curtains  hung  up 
before  the  boxes  ;  then  we  were  driven  to  the  stair- 
case,  the  only  waiting-room  at  Neapolitan  theatres.  The 
last  party  had  disappeared,  and  we  were  alone,  for  our 
cavalier  had  gone  in  search  of  the  carriage  :  we  heard 
door  after  door  in  the  vast  building  locked,  the  sound 
echoing  through  the  many  passages,  then  two  of  the 
steet  entrances  were  closed,  and  stili  we  waited. 

The  officials  were  very  civil  and  patient,  and  offered 
to  admit  us  again  to  a  box,  but  the  thought  gave  us  the 
horrors.  To  sit  looking  at  black,  empty  space,  our 
imaginations  would  have  peopled  the  stage  with  grim 
spectres  !    We  now  saw  the  gas-lamps  extinguished  one 
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after  another  on  the  staircase,  till  only  one  was  left  to 
light  us,  and  we  expected  to  be  turned  into  the  streets, 
whereupon  our  governess  volunteered  to  see  if  any  fly 
were  within  hail,  and  thus  our  numbers  were  stili  further 
diminished. 

Once  I  descended  the  last  flight  of  stairs  to  the  side 
door,  to  see,  like  Sister  Anne,  if  any  one  were  coming, 
when  to  my  dismay,  I  carne  upon  a  large  body  of  sol- 
diers  resting  on  their  arms,  and  two  officers  wrapped  in 
their  cloaks  waitiiig  for  our  departure  to  give  the  word 
"  march  !"  but  no  one  said  a  word  to  hurry  or  discon- 
cert us,  and  when  at  the  eleventh  hour  our  escort 
returned  with  the  carriage  (minus  the  footman),  and  our 
lady  friend  at  the  sanie  instant  brought  a  fly,  we 
received  congratulations  and  politeness,  though  we  must 
have  been  devoutly  wished  elsewhere,  by  many  a  wearied 
attendant. 

The  second  time  was  at  the  Fondo,  where,  owing  to 
the  indisposition  of  one  of  the  actresses,  the  perform- 
ances  terminated  very  early,  taking  others  by  surprise 
as  well  as  ourselves.  We  were  not  then  escorted  by  a 
gentleman,  and  had  to  wait  some  time,  while  we  heard 
the  rain  falling  heavily  ;  there  was  another  set  of  suf- 
ferers,  and  finally  we  made  common  cause,  and  agreed 
that  whichever  carriage  arrived  the  first  the  others 
should  have  seats  in.  When  ours  made  its  appearance, 
we  took  home  the  lady  and  her  little  boy,  while  the 
gentlemen  of  her  party  walked. 

I  doubt  whether  under  similar  circumstances  at  Her 
Majesty,s  Theatre,  or  at  any  other  in  London,  ladies 
would  have  fared  as  quietly. 

But  to  return  to  Cava — we  saw  several  large  and 
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elegant  chandeliers  suspended  at  intervals  in  the  Street, 
presented  by  private  individuai  :  one,  which  was  ex- 
tremely  tasteful  and  pretty,  cost  fìfty  ducats  (about  £8), 
and  was  composed  of  iron  and  muslin,  in  lieu  of  coloured 
paper,  that  in  case  of  rain  it  might  not  be  injured. 
Collections  have  been  making  for  months  past  in  ali  the 
neighbouring  towns  and  villages,  to  raise  funds  for  this 
fète,  the  peasants  contributing  a  grano  every  week  ;  we 
were  told  that  700  ducats  had  been  collected,  but  I 
think  more  must  have  been  required,  for  upwards  of  S00 
ducats  were  expended  on  the  fireworks,  which  were 
excellent. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

We  found  a  large  party  assembled  at  Palazzo  S  , 

on  the  night  of  the  fireworks  ;  many  of  the  guests  were 
Cavesi  and  Salernitans,  but  there  were  also  several 
Neapolitan  families,  who  like  ourselves  were  only  summer 
birds  of  passage.  The  medley  was  amusing  enough  : 
we,  as  foreigners,  were  made  much  of,  provided  with  the 
best  places  on  the  balcony,  and  helped  to  ices  and 
refreshments  by  the  hostess  and  her  amiable  daughters 
themselves,  one  or  other  of  whom  rarely  leffc  our  side  ; 
the  latter  directly  asked  my  Christian  name,  and  told 
me  theirs,  and  afterwards  addressed  me  by  no  other, 
which  familiarity  was  quite  difFerent  to  the  same  freedom 
on  the  part  of  some  English  schoolgirls,  which  proceeds 
either  from  their  violent  mode  of  evincing  love  at  first 
sight,  or  from  ili  manners.  With  these  young  ladies,  it 
arose  from  good  nature  and  unaffectedness,  as  most 
foreign  girls  drop  the  mademoiselle  to  one  another. 
Dieu  merci  !  they  don't  know  the  meaning  of  the  word 
affectation,  and  are  consequently  very  pleasing. 

As  everybody  knows  what  fireworks  are  like,  I  will 
leave  these  to  my  readers'  imaginations,  only  mentioning 
that  they  were  really  very  vari  ed  and  beautiful.  Con- 
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versation  and  music  filled  up  the  intervals,  and  we  were 

surprised  and  pleased  at  meeting  La  Contessa  di  ,  a 

countrywoman  married  to  a  Neapolitan,  whom  we  ima- 
gined  to  be  vegetating  in  the  wilds  of  Calabria.  She 
was  then  on  a  visit  to  her  husband's  family  at  Vietri, 
and  gave  us  a  lamentarle  account  of  her  previous  exile 
from  civilization,  as  she  had  not  a  single  female  compa- 
nion  at  their  città  ;  a  few  of  the  better  neighbours,  i.e., 
the  apothecary,  priest,  &c,  visited  them  of  an  evening, 
her  husband  being  lord  of  the  manor,  but  the  women 
were  scarcely  knowable,  they  were  so  uneducated.  They 
had  been  compelled  to  remain  there  some  time,  as 
their  property  had  been  sadly  mismanaged,  but  it  was  a 
terrible  ordeal  ! 

I  could  not  help  wondering,  as  I  looked  at  her,  whether 
the  speculation  of  marrying  for  a  title  had  turned  out 
well  ?  In  her  marriage  settlements,  everything  had  been 
specified,  the  number  of  dishes  she  was  to  have  at  table, 
how  many  carriages,  &c,  which  ended  in  her  having 
none,  and  being  buried  alive  in  the  provinces.  For 
country  life  in  England  and  at  Naples  are  two  very 
different  things  ! 

Doubtless,  a  title  is  a  grand  temptation,  and  'tis  a  fine 
thing  to  be  a  Queen's  attendant,  and  go  to  the  bacia- 
mano, where  ali  the  Neapolitan  ladies  enter  the  presence 
in  Indian  file,  each  holding  up  her  predecessor's  train. 
What  a  noble  spectacle  !  and  for  these  honours  English- 
women  renounce  their  religion,  their  country,  and  that 
country "s  privileges,  and  swear  to  love,  honour  (!)  and 
obey  (which  they  do  in  good  earnest)  a  Maccaroni  !  ali 
honour  to  their  choice  !  Somehow,  I  have  never  heard 
of  one  of  these  marriages  turning  out  happily,  but  then 
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they  dress  very  handsomely,  spend  every  evening  at  the 
opera,  or  in  society,  have  a  title,  and  if  they  do  get 
a  few  scratches  or  blows,  what  signifies  ?  Neapolitan 
husbands  have  learnt  our  proverb, 

"  A  woman,  a  dog,  and  a  walnut  tree, 

The  more  you  thrash  'em,  the  better  they'll  be!" 

"Are  you  acquainted  with  Mr.  Wild?"  ('tis  a  noni 
de  guerre,  reader)  asked  the  Contessa.    We  were  seated 

on  the  balcony  of  the  Palazzo  S  ,  the  last  rockets 

had  burst  over  our  heads  in  a  shower  of  red,  blue,  green, 
and  gold  stars,  and  the  huge  mass  of  human  béings  was 
beginning  slowly  to  open  and  disperse. 

"  Are  you  acquainted  with  Mr.  Wild?" 

"  I  have  not  that  honour"  I  replied.    She  smiled. 

"  But  you  have  heard  of  him  ?" 

*  •  Ma  foi  !  oui — who  has  not  V 

"  Eh  bien,  I  saw  him  at  our  town  in  Calabria.r> 

"  Indeed  !  What  was  he  doing  there — studying 
geology,  or  gathering  materials  for  a  Tour  in  the 
Wilderness  ?" 

"  His  pursuit  was  an  eccentric  one,  to  say  the  least  of 
it.  My  husband  and  I  were  out  one  day,  when  my 
attention  was  attracted  to  a  man,  dressed,  not  like  a 
Calabrese  with  sheepskins  and  sandals,  and  steeple- 
crowned  hat,  but  in  the  Lazzaroni  garb  of  Naples,  or  the 
environs  :  loose  drawers  and  shirt,  a  jacket  slung  over 
one  shoulder,  and  the  long  red  cap,  the  end  of  which 
serves  always  as  a  receptacle  for  endless  miscellaneous 
treasures.  He  was  a  young  man,  fair,  and  rather  above 
the  middle  height,  and  as  he  turned  towards  me  at  the 
moment,  I  thought  his  features  were  familiar  to  me. 
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Strange  to  say,  he  appeared  also  to  recognise  me,  and 
his  face  slightly  flushed  as  he  moved  hurriedly  away, 
and  ascended  a  steep  footpath.  At  first,  I  busied  rayself 
in  fruitless  eonjectures,  as  to  when  and  where  I  could 
have  seen  or  known  the  stranger,  for  somehow  he  did 
not  look  like  a  peasant  at  ali  ;  but  it  was  of  no  use, 
Gennaro  did  not  know  him,  and  could  therefore  give  me 
no  help.  A  day  or  two  after,  when  I  had  almost  for- 
gotten  this  little  incident  (for  in  those  solitudes,  even 
trifles  were  made  much  of  for  the  sake  of  a  novità),  some 
police  agents  arrived  from  the  capital,  and  as  Gennaro 
naturalìy  saw  them,  he  learnt  that  they  were  in  search  of 
an  English  gentleman  who  had  run  away  with  a  peasant 
girl,  he  passing  himself  off  as  her  equal.  I  instantly 
recognised  the  incognito,  having  previously  known  Mr. 
Wild,  and  I  suppose  he  left  that  neighbourhood  on  dis- 
covering  that  we  lived  there,  for  the  police  were  too  late 
to  catch  him.    Can  you  teli  me  the  finale  V 

"  No,"  said  I  ;  "  1  heard  that  he  left  Naples,  but  what 
you  mention  forms  a  continuation  to  what  I  had  pre- 
viously learnt  and  then  in  few  words  I  related  to  my 
friend,  what  I  will  also  bere  narrate  rather  more  at 
length  to  my  reader,  if  he  have  any  curiosity  on  the 
subject  of  English  eecentricity. 

Once  upon  a  time,  then,  to  begin  properly,  as  ali  story- 
tellers  should  do,  on  a  fine  evening  towards  the  dose  of 
spring,  two  dusty  pedestrians,  travel-stained  and  tired, 
were  to  be  seen  slowly  ascending  the  road  leading  to 
the  Benedictine  Monastery  at  Cava. 

The  hedges  on  either  side  were  in  their  highest  beauty, 
rich  in  grasses,  and  euamelled  with  delicate  wild  flowers. 
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The  trees  were  in  full  leaf,  and  even  the  numerous 
twisted  and  gnarled  roots  of  defunct  generations,  which 
were  suffered  to  remain  and  wear  away  portions  of  the 
bank,  frightening  one  at  dusk  by  their  spectral  shapes 
and  shadows — even  these  put  on  a  holiday  dress  of  fresh 
mosses  and  fringe,  ere  the  midsummer  sun  burnt  up 
every  growing  thing,  and  attired  ali  nature  in  a  livery  of 
thick  white  dust.  The  road  was  trimly  kept  for  the 
good  abbot,  the  waving  barley  and  wheat  were  tali 
enough  to  peep  over  the  hedges,  the  vines  were  festooned 
from  one  fruit  tree  to  another  in  graceful  wreaths,  but 
alas  !  with  scant  promise  of  purple  or  white  clusters 
pendant  from  their  branches. 

Both  the  travellers — though  their  attire  was  of  the 
plainest  and  soiled  with  dust,  and  each  shouldered  a 
knapsack — both  had  that  je  ne  sais  quoi,  which  marked 
them  as  gentlemen,  probably  on  a  walking  tour,  and 
called  forth  a  touch  of  the  hat,  and  a  serv\  'tistrissi?no, 
from  the  passing  country  people.  The  younger  of  the 
two  trudged  on  a  little  in  advauce  of  his  companion  ;  he 
was  slightly  made,  with  a  blonde  moustache,  good, 
though  small  features,  fair  hair,  and  that  most  winning 
of  naturai  gifts,  a  smini/,  open  countenance  which  always 
attracts  good-will  at  first  sight,  and  rarely  deceives  an 
implicit  believer  in  physiognomy.  The  young  man 
walked  on  steadily  enough,  carolling  forth  sweet  snatches 
from  the  Vèpres  Siciliennes,  in  no  unpleasing  tenor, 
thereby  attracting  favour  with  the  birds,  ali  of  which  set 
up  a  prodigious  twittering  along  his  path,  and  produced  a 
cheery  chorus  ;  between  whiles  he  gave  his  knapsack  a 
hitch,  as  if  his  shoulders  were  growing  weary  of  their 
burden,  though  the  song  saith, 
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"  A  merry  heart  goes  ali  the  day, 
But  a  sad  one  tires  in  a  mile  a'." 

The  other  traveller,  I  have  said,  dropped  behind  his 
companion  :  he  was  rather  over  the  middle  height,  was 
decidedly  what  the  French  cali  un  jeune  homme  blonda 
with  fair  hair  and  eyes,  thick  beard  and  disagreeable 
aspect,  though  well  featured — he  had  a  good  broad  pair 
of  shoulders,  and  was  just  now  evidently  in  a.  crusty 
mood,  whether  with  himself  or  things  in  general,  I  am 
uncertain,  though  his  friend  opportunely  afforded  an  out- 
let,  as  he  burst  forth  in  the  words  of  the  said  opera, 

"  Pour  moi  rayonne 
Douce  couronne," 

and  chanted  that  sweetest  of  raelodies. 

"  Quel  rompement  de  tète!  Tais  toi,  Jules,  par  pitié  !" 

"  Tiens  !"  cried  the  young  Frenchman,  coming  to  a 
full  stop,  and  looking  back  at  his  surly  friend  with  a 
laughing  pair  of  eyes. 

"  Ca  ne  te  plait  pas,  mon  cher  ì  Et  moi  qui  croyais 
que  ce  n'était  mal  ì11 

The  other  made  no  reply,  unless  an  impatient  shrug 
of  his  shoulders  and  knapsack  may  be  considered  ex- 
pressive  of  other  than  discomfort. 

"  Tu  as  horriblement  grogneur,  Charles  !  what  have 
you,  my  friend  ?" 

"  I  have,  that  I  wish  you  had  been  satisfìed  with  the 
hotel,  instead  of  dragging  a  man,  after  a  hot  day's 
journey,  up  this  confounded  hill  !" 

"  But,  mon  cher,  think  of  the  Syrens  that  will  offer 
you  iced  drinks  to  cool  your  heat  (and  your  temper  too, 
entre  nous).    Venus  will  cause  ali  these  désagrémens  to 
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vanish  into  thin  air  before  the  light  of  her  eyes,  et  quant 
à  moi,  T  shall  be  able  to  judge  of  the  faseinations  which 
entrap  your  compatriotes." 

"  What  a  farrago  of  nonsense  you  have  got  hold  of, 
Jules,  with  your  Syrens  and  Venuses.  I  suppose  this 
is  one  of  them  coming,"  he  added,  with  a  sneer,  as  a 
peasant  woman,  barefooted,  and  not  over  tidy,  descended 
the  hill  at  a  trot,  carrying  a  heavy  load  of  something 
that  shall  be  nameless  on  her  head. 

"  Pourquoi  pas  ?  /  do  not  think  her  quite  fascinating, 
but  tastes  differ,  vous  savez  ;  I  may  probably  prefer  the 
tout  ensemble  of  a  tidy  grisette,  but  your  compatriotes 
like  this  style  of  thing.  You  remember  ce  vieux  rado- 
teur,  qui  s'était  tellement  épris  de  la  servante  de  son 
colono?  Eh  bien,  he  determined  to  offer  his  hand  and 
heart  for  her  acceptance,  till  a  lady  frightened  him  out 
of  the  Deux  Siciles,  by  asking  him  how  he  could  marry 
a  girl,  qui  ne  se  lavait  jamais  la  figure  qu1  avec  sa  propre 
salive  /" 

Charles  laughed  aloud  in  spite  of  himself,  and  Jules 
joined  so  heartily,  that  the  echoes  sent  back  a  merry 
chorus  of  cachinnation.  The  twofriends  trudged  on  more 
cheerily  than  before  this  little  break  ;  lightening  their 
walk  with  gay  repartees  and  ringing  laughter,  inter- 
spersed  with  songs  on  J ules's  part,  which  now  met  with  no 
complaints  from  the  Englishman.  They  passed  the  little 
village  of  San'  Cesareo,  halting  an  instant  under  the  fine 
lime  tree,  to  gaze  on  the  beautiful  valley  which  lay 
stretched  at  their  feet  :  thence  they  took  the  shorter  eut, 
re-entering  the  road  above  La  Grotta,  where  the  trees 
arched  over  their  lìeads,  and  formed  a  cool,  dusky 
avenue.    They  gave  a  look  down  the  path  leading  to 
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Pietra  Santa,  when  Charles  indulged  in  a  witticism  at 
the  feu  Pope's  expense,  and  shortly  after  the  light- 
hearted  Jules  broke  into  one  of  Béranger's  songs  : 

"Le  vois-tu  bien,  là-bas,  là-bas, 
Là-bas,  là-bas  ?  dit  l'Espérance  ; 
Bourgeois,  manants,  rois  et  prélats, 
Lui  font  de  loin  la  révérence. 
C'est  le  Bonheur,  dit  l'Espérance. 
Courons,  courons  ;  doublons  le  pas, 
Pour  le  trouver,  là-bas,  là-bas. 

Là-bas,  là-bas." 

"  The  oasis  in  the  desert  !  Calypso's  Isle  !  Corpo 
di  Cava  ti  saluto  !" 

The  ivy-covered  walls  of  the  said  village  broke  od 
their  view,  and  the  tired  pedestrians  quickened  their 
pace  to  reach  the  desired  bourne. 

They  stopped  at  the  little  inn,  which  was  clean 
enough  for  a  country  hostelrie  ;  the  host  received  theni 
with  smiling salutations,  and  bid  them  "salve!"  whilehis 
better  half  bustled  about 

"On  household  works  intent,'* 

in  which  the  culinary  were  included,  as  the  piteous 
screams  of  a  martyred  Rosinante  of  a  fowl  bore  witness, 
which  but  an  instant  before  had  been  getting  its  daily 
living  in  the  open  road. 

The  young  men  were  provided  with  extensive  accom- 
modation,  i.e.,  a  bedroom  apiece,  and  a  sala  di  compagnia 
their  joint  property.  A  small  iron  bedstead,  without 
curtains  or  valence,  a  flock  mattress  and  pillow  over  a 
saccone,  a  couple  of  common  rush-bottom  chairs,  a  three- 
legged  washstand,  placed  in  a  corner,  and  supportino'  the 
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smallest  of  basins  and  ewers,  a  veneered  chest  of- 
drawers,  sans  handles,  but  resplendant  with  brass  key- 
holes,  and  six  inches  square  of  green  looking-glass,  which 
drew  forth  endless  anathemas  on  Calypso's  Isle  from  the 
Frenchman,  completed  the  belongings  of  each  bed- 
chamber. 

The  galleria  was  decidedly  smarter,  being  provided 
with  a  ponderous  sofà  covered  with  some  red  stuff  ;  a 
marble-topped  console,  on  which  a  plaster  Joan  of  Are 
looked  threateningly  from  one  corner  at  a  little  kneeling 
boy  who  was  saying  his  prayers  in  the  opposite  one  ;  in 
the  centre  of  the  room,  two  halves  of  a  round  table  put 
together,  and  high  enough  to  allow  a  soup  piate  piled 
with  maccaroni  to  be  on  a  level  with  the  diner's  chin 
(the  characteristic  of  ali  Neapolitan  dinner  tables)  ; 
a  few  common  chairs,  and  —  and  I  think  that  was 
ali.  Each  room  had  an  earthern  floor — mais  ga,  va 
sans  dire. 

Ere  long  a  tight,  black-eyed,  barefooted  lassie,  with 
blue  boddice  and  yellow  tucker,  entered  to  lay  the  coarse 
cloth,  and  arrange  certain  black-handled  scimitars, 
yeleped  knives,  a  hunch  of  bread  to  each  piate,  napkins 
fringed  at  the  ends,  a  bottle  of  vin  ordinaire,  and  an 
épergne  of  oil  and  vinegar  cruets. 

Jules  as  he  lounged  full  length  on  the  comfortless  red 
couch,  puffing  a  cigar,  eyed  these  proceedings  intently, 
and  finally  inquired  of  his  friend,  who  was  similarly 
enveloped  in  a  cloud  of  smoke, 

"Vemu?   Hein  Charles  T 

"  Che  de  ritto?"  asked  Venus,  thinking  that  she  was 
the  persoli  addressed. 
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"  Elle  sait  son  nom,  parbleau!"  cried  the  delighted 
youtli. 

"Voi,  chiamate,  vi,  Venus?"  said  Jules  with  mono- 
syllabic  distinctness,  while  Charles  Wild  laughed  out- 
right. 

"  Signò,  non  aggio  caputo  niente  !  '?  answered  poor 
Venus,  with  a  perplexed  look  in  her  black  eyes,  which 
amused  the  young  men  stili  more  ;  seeing  they  only 
laughed,  she  joined  in  very  readily,  as  if  it  was  the 
pleasantest  thing  in  the  world  to  be  ridiculed,  and 
then,  having  completed  her  arrangements,  she  quitted 
the  room. 

The  dinner  soon  made  its  appearance  :  first  course, 
maccaroni,  served  with  pomi  d'oro  ;  then  fried  triglia  ; 
ensuite,  a  Spartan  indescribable,  with  black  sauce,  and 
called  ragout  something  ;  the  Resinante,  extended  on  a 
bier  of  greasy  rice  ;  some  fritters,  with  a  modicum  of 
jam  in  the  centre  of  each,  as  the  dolce;  parmesan,  and 
fruit  in  abundance. 

A  bottle  of  Lagrima  Christi  *  was  the  only  to- 
lerable  part  of  the  meal,  and  produced  some  com- 
mendations   from    the   hitherto   dissatisfied    pair,  to 

*  This  name  of  Lagrima  Christi  is  not  a  little  startling  to 
English  ideas,  as  applied  to  wine,  but  I  recollect  its  origin 
being  recounted  at  a  dinner  party  by  a  dignitary  of  our 
church.  The  vineyards  formerly  belonged  to  a  monastery 
which,  according  to  the  monks,  contained  a  true  Lagrima 
Christi  ;  the  building  was  called  after  it,  and  hence  the  vintage 
was  known  as  the  wine  of  the  Monastery  of  the  Làgrima 
Christi.  The  monastery  no  longer  exists,  but  the  wine  retains 
the  name. 
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the  evident  relìef  of  poor  Venus  (whose  real  name, 
by  the  way,  was  Antonia),  she  having  evinced  in- 
ereasing  chagrin  at  each  fresh  complaint  ;  but  now 
she  brightened  up  considerably,  and  laughed  and 
chattered  in  a  dialect  that  was  high  Dutch  to  the 
Padroni, 
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CHAPTER  XLVL 

Weeks  speecl  away  swiftly,  and  the  summer  was  far 
advanced,  but  stili  the  young  men  lingered  at  Corpo  di 
Cava,  luxuriating  in  the  beautiful  scenery,  and  the  dolce 
far  niente  of  their  idle  life  ;  they  wandered  over  the 
mountains  in  every  direction,  now  climbing  the  preci- 
pitous  face  of  Monte  Finestra,  either  to  seat  themselves 
in  the  window  and  gaze  on  the  panorama  before  them,  or 
to  descend  the  opposite  side  ;  now  scrambling  over  rocks 
and  precipices  to  attain  the  ruined  abbey  on  Monte 
Falesio's  peak,  and  lunch  within  its  moss-grown  walls. 
Sometimes  they  sought  the  breezy  heights  overlooking 
the  sea, 

"  the  dark,  the  deep,  the  blue," 

When  Jules's  full  tenor  and  his  companion's  baritone, 

"  set  the  wild  echoes  flying," 

with  their  barcarole  and  songs,  or  with  the  rich  tones  of  a 
bugie  : 
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"  Oh,  hark  !  Oh,  hear  !  how  thin  and  clear, 

And  thinner,  clearer,  further  growing  ; 

Oh,  sweet  and  far,  from  cliff  and  scar, 

The  horns  of  Elf-land  faintly  blowing. 

Blow  !  let  us  hear  the  purple  glens  replying, 

Blow,  bugie  !  answer,  echoes  !  dying,  dying,  dying." 

Ali  the  inhabitants  of  surrounding  eyries  marvelled  at 
the  unaccustomed  sounds,  and  stopped  their  work  to 
listen  ;  and  at  times  a  shout  of  approvai,  or  a  rough 
chorus  from  some  passing  bark,  sent  back  an  answer  to 
their  melody.  On  sultry  days,  they  sought  the  beautiful 
woods,  where,  in  their  impenetrable  shade,  they  read  or 
dozed  away  the  burning  hours,  reclining  on  the  thymy 
herbage,  till  the  deepening  shadows  and  the  evening  chili 
warned  them  to  depart. 

Both  the  travellers  were  good  draughtsmen,  and  La 
Cava  provided  them  with  inexhaustible  riches  for  their 
sketch -books,  whose  pages  were  soon  covered  with  moun- 
tain glens  and  rocky  steeps,  ruined  castles  and  ivy-grown 
abbeys  ;  the  far-stretching  plain  of  Psestum  and  the 
glassy  Gulf  of  Salerno  were  alike  there,  with  groups 
of  peasants  and  picturesque  figures  drawn  hastily 
throughout. 

Truth  to  say,  Charles's  pencil  was  oftener  devoted  to 
the  latter  than  to  stili  life,  and  he  showed  greater  dis- 
crimination  than  his  more  careless  companion  in  dis- 
covering  picturesquely  dirti/  old  men,  stalwart  youths, 
and  smart  "  pacchianelle."  *  The  simple  villagers  were 
mystified  at  seeing  themselves  suddenly  transferred  to 
paper,  by  the  few  magic  strokes  of  a  little  bit  of  wood,  or 

*  Peasant  girls. 
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by  some  dabs  of  paint  ;  they  did  not  quite  like  it,  and 
almost  tliought  it  uncanny.  Neither  did  the  meri  fully 
relish  the  satisfaction  evinced  by  the  ladies,  who,  from 
being  rather  ashamed  and  frightened  at  first,  soon  dis- 
covered,  with  their  quick-witted  vanity,  that  the  signò 
preferred  sketching  them  to  the  rougher  sex  ;  and  when 
he  learnt  some  of  their  jargon,  and  became  an  adept  in 
their  language  of  signs,  and  shrugs,  and  hands  (which 
answer  every  purpose  of  the  tongue  in  Naples),  they 
liked  the  sittings  stili  more,  and  decided  that  he  was  a 
bello  signorino  ! 

« 

Jules  gradually  discovered  that  he  was  notheld  in  such 
high  estimation  as  bis  companion,  and  grew  rather  crusty 
when  often  suffered  to  depart  alone  on  his  sketching 
expeditions  ;  Charles  excusing  himself  by  declaring  that 
he  "  must  finish  that  last  group,"  or  paint  u  that 
portrait  of  Antonia,  as  he  had  just  caught  the  right 
expression  of  the  mouth  or  eyes,  after  infinite  bother  ; 
the  girl,  besides,  was  now  beginning  to  comprehend  the 
way  he  wanted  her  to  sit." 

"  Ma  foi  !  she  ought  to  do  so  by  this  time  !  She  does 
nothing  but  sit  for  her  portait  ali  day  and  every  day  ! 
/  keep  the  dirty  wretches  at  arm1s  length,  with  their 
hair  stinking  of  train  oil  (bah  !  comme  elles  puent  !)  ; 
they  dread  cold  water  like  mad  dogs  :  't  is  a  case  of  the 
salive,  mon  cher  ! 11  he  exclaimed,  looking  back  with  a 
comical,  wry  face,  ere  closing  the  door. 

Yes,  somehow,  Antonia's  portrait,  or  portraits,  always 
were,  but  never  to  be  finished  :  sometimes  she  was 
represented  dancing  the  Tarantella,  and  looking  slyly 
over  her  shoulder  at  her  partner  :  anon,  she  was  de- 
murely  spinning  with  distafF  aloft,  and  just  in  the  act  of 
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twirling  the  spinelle  on  her  knee  ;  again  she  was  to  be 
seen  winding  off  her  thread,  or  holding  a  little  brother 
or  sister  by  the  hand,  or  carrying  a  pitcher  with  head 
erect.    Marame  ì  how  describe  ali  her  attitudes  ! 

She  was  erect  and  well  formed,  with  agile  steps  and 
bright  black  eyes — her  chief  beauty— for  her  features 
were  irregular,  and  her  thick  tresses  were,  as  Jules 
rightly  said,  so  matted  down  with  coarse  lamp  oil,  that 
their  gloss  was  far  from  pleasant,  and  a  would-be 
admirer's  nose  warned  him  off  the  bewitching  damsel 
instanter,  not  to  speak  of  the  whiffs  o£  garlic  that  scented 
the  air  when  the  charmer  opened  her  lips  !  But 
Oharles's  love  for  his  art  deprived  him  of  the  sense  of 
smelling, 

One  personage  who  favoured  him  a  good  deal  was  the 
paroco,  who,  knowing  that  Charles  was  a  heretic,  gave 
him  much  of  his  company  ;  and  though  the  young  man 
eschewed  religious  conversation,  which  was  but  little  to 
his  taste,  the  pious  man  hoped  by  his  influence,  direct 
or  indirect,  to  promote  the  desired  end.  For  which 
purpose  he  rather  approved  of  the  sketching,  and  made 
a  detour  when  sounds  of  tambourines  and  castanets 
announced  that  the  Tarantella  was  being  danced,  in 
which  the  travellers  occasionally  took  part  on  festa 
days. 

The  padre  had  heard  of  English  gentlemen  marrying 
peasants,  and  as  "  the  end  sanctifies  the  means,"  he 
persuaded  Antonia's  parents  to  allow  the  attentions  of  the 
youth  to  pass  unnoticed  ;  and  then  if,  as  he  hoped,  he 
should  be  entangled  in  the  net  laid  to  catch  him,  a 
change  of  religion  must  be  the  sine  qua  non,  to  obtain 
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the  damsel,  who  ali  this  time  was,  de  facto,  the  promised 
bride  of  a  stout  young  countryman. 

Jules  being  a  meDiber  of  the  true  faith,  excited  neither 
interest  nor  remark,  but  was  suffered  to  go  his  own  way 
in  peace,  unconscious  of  his  friend's  importance,  and 
only  marvellirig  within  himself  at  the  whimsical  tastes 
of  the  Insulaires  in  liking  su  eh  companionship.  "  A 
smart,  piquante  grisette,  with  a  neat  foot  and  anele,  and 
eoquettish  cap,  would  be  menomale,"  he  thought  ; 
"  mais  chaqu'ùn  à  son  gout  !" 

The  Tarantella  dances  began  ori  this  wise  :  Antonia 
was  a  coquette — not  a  doubt  about  it — and  had  two 
strings  to  her  bow  :  one,  a  merry,  lighthearted,  dirty 
fellow,  who  capered  with  innumerable  airs  and  graces, 
cracking  his  fingers  like  a  dozen  pair  of  castanets,  and 
occasionally  giving  a  view  halloo,  which  made  the  woods 
ring  again  ;  the  other,  a  glassblower  by  trade,  more 
prosperous  in  worldly  matters,  and  better  dressed  accord- 
ingly,  but  possessed  of  a  lowering  brow  and  cynical 
countenance  :  when  he  danced,  it  was  in  solemn  silence, 
as  if  the  performance  were  a  necessary  evil.  The  dirty 
fellow  was  the  first  love  ;  and  though  it  was  not  etiquette 
to  dance  with  any  damsel,  he  used  to  show  off  in  grand 
style  with  the  matrons,  and  always  made  one  at  the 
Tarantella  parties. 

On  one  of  these  occasions  he  carne  out  with  great 
éclat,  and  the  smart  beau  looked  sulky,  and  went  his 
way  wrathfully,  so  that  it  was  evident  Mam'selle 
Antonia  had  had  a  game  to  splits  with  him  ;  then  she 
threw  the  merry  fellow  over,  and  was  on  with  the 
new  love,  and  again  changed  her  mind,  so  that  verily 
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no  treatment  would  have  been  bad  enough  for  such 
a  jilt. 

Finally,  however,  the  matter  was  clinched,  and  she 
became  the  betrothed  of  her  ill-favoured  swain.  The 
two  strangers  stood  treat  on  this  occasion  for  some  wine 
to  the  happy  party,  and  Antonia,  who  brought  it  in  a 
jug  from  the  little  inn,  acted  cup-bearer  to  her  lover, 
and  helped  him  the  first  ;  then,  as  an  engaged  couple, 
they  were  allowed  to  dance  a  Tarantella  together,  and 
while  so  occupied,  when  the  music  (?) — a  tambourine, 
some  stones  clapped  together,  and  castanets — was  at  the 
loudest  and  the  dance  at  the  most  exciting  pitch,  who 
should  walk  majestically  by  but  the  rejected,  dirty 
lover  ! 

Not  dirty  then,  but,  as  if  in  spite,  dressed  in  a  smart 
new  suit,  his  blue  velveteen  jacket,  decorated  with  brown, 
set  jauntily  over  one  shoulder,  à  la  hussar;  with  his 
hands  behind  him  and  head  erect,  breathing  defiance  in 
his  whole  air  !  He  walked  throu^h  the  midst  of  the 
throng,  speaking  to  no  one  and  looking  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left,  till  he  reached  the  turn  in  the  road, 
when  he  glanced  round  at  the  lady  ;  but  her  back  was 
towards  him,  and  he  proceeded  on  his  way,  not  knowing 
that  she — not  quite  comfortable  àt  being  treated  with 
such  scora— had  likewise  once  turned  from  her  promesso 
sposo,  to  look  after  the  love  !  * 

"  On  revient  toujours 
A  ses  premiers  amours  !  " 

Thus,  I  beg  my  reader  to  observe,  that  les  affai res  du  cceur 


*  A  fact, 
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are  pretty  much  of  a  muchness  in  ali  classes,  high  or 
low  ! 

And  now,  instead  of  letting  well  alone,  what  must 
Charles  do  but  dash  suddenly  into  the  dance,  and  with 
the  custbmary  little  bow  to  the  discomfited  partner  (who 
was  not  a  bit  tired,  and  looked  daggers  at  the  English- 
man),  he  took  his  place,  and  continued  the  merry 
Tarantella  with  fresh  vigour.*  Antonia  evinced  no 
concern  for  her  betrothed,  perhaps  she  was  just  then 
wrathful  at  his  being  the  cause  of  her  old  love's  black 
looks,  and,  therefore,  accepted  her  new  partner  with  a 
very  good  will.  Henceforward  Charles  often  danced 
with  her,  and  no  one  said  him  nay. 

When  the  suinmer  waned,  Jules  proposed  their  quitting 
Corpo  di  Cava,  and  seeking  a  fresh  field  for  sketching  ; 
but  somehow  Charles  could  not  be  persuaded  as  to  the 
desirableness  of  the  pian.  To  ali  Jules's  queries,  as  to 
the  why  and  the  wherefore,  he  had  innumerable  reasons 
to  give  in  answer  ;  and,  on  being  driven  from  his  last 
stronghold,  said,  angrily, 

"Je  nfamuse  ici  et  je  resterai;  vat'en  si  tu  veux, 
mème  au  " 

But  I  am  happy  to  say  he  stopped  in  time,  before  the 
naughty  word  carne  out  ;  and  could  not  help  looking 
and  feeling  rather  asharaed,  under  Jules's  good-natured 
bantering  about  Venus,  and  the  elegant  fiancée  he 
would  have — the  rapture  of  his  relations,  on  welcoming 
such  a  beautiful  Italian  into  the  family,  and  the  lady's 

*  In  the  Tarantella,  when  either  party  flags  from  fatigue,  a 
fresh  dancer  strikes  in,  bowing  off  his  predecessor,  with  no  inter- 
ruption  in  the  music  or  the  measure. 
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own  graces,  ease  of  manner,  and  intellectual  conversation, 
under  the  circumstances  !  Charles  laughed,  looked  a 
little  cross,  but  did  not  yield  an  in  eh  ;  and  being  deter- 
mined  to  remain  longer,  it  was  resolved  that  Jules 
should  betake  himself  to  Salerno,  and  make  that  town 
his  head  quarters,  while  engaged  in  sketehing  the 
Temples  of  Psestum  and  obtaining  some  photographs 
of  the  same  ;  afterwards  the  two  friends  should  quit 
the  neighbourhood  together,  Charles  promising  to 
make  up  his  mind  to  so  important  a  step  by  that 
time. 

When  Jules  had  departed,  Charles,  from  a  sudden 
freak,  discarded  his  usuai  dress,  and  donned  an  attire, 
half  peasant,  half  fisherman — declaring  it  was  cooler 
than  his  own,  far  more  comfortable,  &c.  ;  and  he  looked 
the  character  he  assumed  so  perfectly,  that  it  was  a 
thousand  pities  Dame  Nature  ever  made  such  a  mistake 
as  to  allow  him  to  be  bora  a  gentleman  ! 

However,  he  did  his  best  to  atone  for  her  stupidity, 
and  succeeded  very  fairly  in  his  endeavours.  Metliinks 
"tis  a  curious  fact,  how  anxious  some  people  are  to  deny 
their  birthright,  and  (in  their  humility)  to  rank  them- 
selves  with  the  lo  west,  whereas  we  often  see  the  lattei' 
cast  away  their  grub-like  attire,  and  emerge  most  bril- 
li ant  butterflies  as  to  outicard  show,  but  with  a  world 
more  worth  and  dignity  within,  than  those  silliest  of 
inseets  possess. 

The  peasants  regarded  the  butterfly's  transformation 
into  a  grub,  as  rather  out  of  the  ordinary  course  of 
nature,  marvelled  a  little  thereat,  and  then  concluding 
that  such  bravouras  were  customary  in  Inglaterra,  went 
about  their  business  witli  no  further  remark. 
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So  did  also  Charles — Antonia  ditto.  The  portrait 
mania  continued  unabated,  interspersed  occasionally 
with  sketching  expeditions,  when  the  girl  acted  pack- 
horse,  and  trotted  barefooted  along  the  flinty  tracks, 
carrying  umbrella,  eampstool,  and  ali  the  customary 
paraphernalia,  for  the  young  gentleman-peasant,  who  at 
such  times  mounted  a  donkey.  The  priest  kept  his  eye 
on  the  pair,  and  when  the  parents  grew  restiA^e  some- 
times,  he  argued  them  into  quiescence,  speaking  much 
of  the  soul  that  would  be  saved  from  outer  darkness, 
and  nought  about  the  one  that  mìght  be  cast  away,  think- 
ing,  in  his  wisdom,  that  his  tool  was  sure  to  be  safe. 
One  individuai  was  less  patient,  and  that  was  the 
accepted  lover  ;  jealousy  rankled  within  his  breast — 
hatred  for  the  base  heretic — bitterness  towards  Antonia 
for  the  contempt  she  bore  him,  which  she  took  no  pains 
to  conceal.    And  did  Charles  care  ? 

Bah!  "he  amused  himself!" — 'twas  a  pleasant  pas- 
time  ! 

One  morning,  Charles  reclined  under  a  trellis-work 
of  vines,  which  sheltered  him  from  the  sun's  heat  while 
he  read.  The  threshing  floor  was  near  at  hand,  and  the 
measured  blows  of  the  peasants — as  some  beat  out  the 
corn,  and  others  cast  it  high  in  the  air  against  the  wind, 
letting  it  fall  in  a  heap  in  one  corner — were  soothing 
from  the  very  monotony  of  the  sound. 

He  occasionally  stopped  to  watch  their  movements, 
admiring,  with  an  artist's  eye,  their  stalwart  forrns  and 
manly  beauty,  and  then  his  eyes  would  follow  Antonia's 
steps,  as  she  busied  herself  in  hanging  out  some  clean 
linen  to  dry  on  lines.  Anon  she  was  summoned  into 
the  house,  whence  she  quickly  returned,  hearing  a  letter 
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for  Charles,  which  a  peasant  had  just  brought  from 
Salerno. 

He  opened  and  read  it.  It  contained  but  a  few  words 
from  Jules,  announcing  that  his  work  would  be  finished 
tliat  day,  and  the  next  he  expected  to  find  his  friend 
prepared  to  accompany  him  to  Naples. 

Charles  refolded  the  letter  with  a  yawn,  and  a  mut- 
tered  something  about  "  bother,"  and  then  seeing  that 
Antonia  stili  waited,  he  desired  her  to  dismiss  the  mes- 
senger with  a  gratuity,  and  a  "va  bene  !" 

Stili  she  lingered,  and  at  length  inquired  "  if  the 
Signore  Francese  were  well  V 

"  Ottimamente  !"  was  the  answer  ;  "  you  wilì  see 
him  to-morrow,  and  judge  for  yourself.  Teli  your 
father  to  prepare  his  bill,  for  we  shall  then  leave  this 
place." 

"  Oh  !  excellenza  !"  with  a  gasp. 
He  looked  up.     "  Don't  you  understand  ì    I  leave 
Corpo  di  Cava  to-morrow." 
"  Si,  si,  capisco  ! — ed  io  ?" 

"  You  ?  Ah,  approposito  !  I  recollect  your  wedding 
day  is  to  be  next  week,  and  I  was  to  prò  vide  the  feast  ; 
well,  I  will  leave  the  money  for  it,  and  hope  Giovanni 
will  make  you  happy,  and  be  a  good  husband." 

"  Never,  never  !  Oh  !  take  me  with  you  !"  cried 
the  girl,  wildly,  flinging  herself  at  the  young  man's 
feet. 

"  Antonia  !  Rise,  I  command  you  !"  said  Charles, 
disliking  so  much  public  display,  and  provoked  at  being 
placed  in  such  an  awkward  predicament. 

"  No,  no  !  not  before  you  promise  to  take  me  with 
you.    I  will  be  your  slave,  your  drudge  !  Promise— 
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promise  !  Oh,  Vergine  santissima,  aj ut-ami  !"  screamed 
the  girl,  as  she  clung  to  his  feet,  and  kissed  them,  his 
hands,  his  dress,  with  her  Italian  torrent  of  passion, 
vehement  alike  in  joy  or  grief. 

Here  was  a  situation  !  What  was  to  be  done  ?  He 
struggled  in  vain  to  free  himself,  his  limbs  were  pinioned 
as  if  in  the  stocks,  and  he  could  not  help  being  a  wee  bit 
flattered  at  such  a  violent  demonstration  of  affection  and 
sorrow  for  his  departure. 

"  Antonia,  rise  ;  leave  me.  See,  Giovanni  is  close 
athand!" 

She  did  rise,  hurriedly,  and  turning,  caught  the  dark- 
ling  look  of  the  Italian,  as  he  approached.  She  returned 
it  with  interest,  and  her  stormy  eyes  sent  forth  defiance, 
ere  she  retreated  into  the  house. 

"  Giovanni,"  said  Charles,  trying  hard  to  look  com- 
fortable  and  unconscious  ;  "  Giovanni,  I  have  just  told 
Antonia  that  I  shall  quit  this  to  morrow  (sooner  than 
I  had  intended),  but  I  will  keep  my  promise,  and  leave 
the  wherewithal  for  your  marriage  festa  with  her  fatuer." 

"  'Ustrissimo,  I  am  grieved — we  shall  be  sorry  to  lose 
you — your  determination  is  sudden  ?  I  carne,  accordirg 
to  your  wish,  to  conduct  you.  to  the  bella  veduta  I  men- 
tioned  to  your  excellency — but  perhaps  you  have  changed 
your  mind?" 

"  Ah,  true  !  T  had  forgotten.  Let  us  go,  it  will  be 
my  last  sketch." 

Giovanni  armed  himself  with  the  sketching  apparatus, 
and  some  foofcl  for  the  inner  man  besides,  and  the  two 
started  on  their  expedition. 

The  patii  was  wild  and  rough  in  the  extreme,  a  mere 
o-oatherd's  traek,  leadin«-  over  mountains  and  across 
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ravines,  whicli  were  ali  but  impenetrable  frorn  brushwood 
and  myrtle.  The  mountaineer  led  the  way,  making  but 
little  fuss  at  such  trifling  impediments,  and  Charles 
followed  more  slowly,  occasionally  needing  a  helping 
hand  from  his  guide. 

At  length  they  reached  their  destination,  near  the 
summit  of  high,  conical  Mount  Erfia.  Charles  gazed 
enraptured  on  the  scenery  spread  out  before  him — hills 
and  valleys,  sea  and  mountains,  beyond  !  The  orange 
groves  of  Eavello  on  one  hand,  the  green  plain  of 
Psestum  on  the  other —  Capri  and  the  misty  islands 
in  one  distance,  Eboli  and  Ponte  di  Licosa  bounding 
the  point  in  the  other  !  Whichever  way  he  turned, 
his  eye  met  new  beauties,  till  in  the  embarras  du  choix 
he  knew  not  where  to  begin, 

Giovanni  in  the  mean  time  arranged  the  camp  stool 
and  placed  everything  ready  to  his  hand,  and  Charles, 
having  finally  determined  on  the  western  view,  set  him- 
self  diligently  to  work  under  the  shadow  of  some  olive 
trees,  while  the  peasant  stretched  himself  on  the  most 
level  patch  of  ground  he  could  find,  and  throwing  a 
handkerchief  over  his  face,  went  to  sleep. 

The  spot  they  occupied  was  indeed  but  a  mere  patch 
of  rock  :  on  one  side  a  glen  descended  to  the  sea,  so 
steep  that  it  was  almost  a  precipice;  above  them,  stili 
towered  an  almost  inaccessible  portion  of  the  mountain, 
and  the  patii  by  which  they  had  come  wound  out  of  sight 
eastward. 

After  sketching  for  an  hour  or  two,  Charles  bethought 
him  of  luncheon,  and  seeiug  his  companion  stili  asleep, 
he  rose  to  get  the  basket,  which  was  some  few  paces  off, 
near  the  side  of  thp  ledge.    As  he  stooped  to  examine 
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the  contents,  he  suddenly  found  himself  clutched  from 
behind,  as  in  ari  iron  vice.  Instinoti vely,  on  the  first 
alarm,  he  grasped  the  stem  of  an  old  olive  tree,  gnarled 
and  stnnted  by  the  storms  of  many  ages,  which  grew  on 
the  verge  of  the  precipice  :  but  for  this  he  would  have 
been  cast  headlong  down  the  descent  !  Stili  he  was 
almost  powerless  ;  his  foe  held  him  frorn  behind,  and 
though  strong  as  any  lion,  Charles  could  now  only 
struggle  and  cling  desperately  to  the  olive  tree  for  dear 
life.  At  length,  by  a  violent  effort,  he  twist  ed  himself 
partially  round,  and  with  his  disengaged  arni  con- 
trived  to  encircle  the  neck  of  his  adversary,  and  force 
his  head  down 4  just  then,  from  their  violent  struggles, 
some  of  the  ground  they  stood  on  gave  way,  carrying 
Giovanni  partially  with  it  in  its  descent.  The  olive 
tree  again  saved  Charles,  and  knowing  its  value,  he 
clung  to  it  tenaciously  :  his  enemy's  grasp  had  loosened 
in  his  first  fright  at  falling  ;  Charles  improved  this 
advantage,  found  himself  free,  and  when  the  peasant 
scrambled  back  on  the  ledge,  muttering  curses, 

"  not  loud,  but  deep," 

the  Englishman  threw  himself  upon  him  with  the  spring 
of  a  tigcr  !  Then  it  became  a  hand  to  hand  struggle, 
though  Charles  had  the  upper  side  ;  his  opponent  was 
strong  and  muscular,  a  larger  made  man,  but  the  Eng- 
lishman, though  shorter,  was  strongly  built,  and,  more- 
over  skilled  in  the  arts  of  wrestling,  boxing,  and  other 
manly  exercises. 

After  intense  difficulty,  he  succeeded  in  drawing  a 
dagger  he  always  carried  about  with  him,  and  letting 
his  adversary  feel  its  point  at  his  throat,  he  swore  to 
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despatch  him  if  he  dici  not  yield  quietly.  The  foe  glared 
wildly — savagely — at  him,  but  not  relishing  such  close 
quarters,  the  assassin  yielded  a  reluctant  consent,  and 
allowed  Charles  to  secure  his  arms  firmly  behind  him 
with  the  strap  of  his  sketching  box,  and  then  accom- 
panied  him  down  the  break-neck  mountain  path.  If 
the  ascent  was  difficult,  the  descent  was  not  a  whit 
better,  for  Charles  kept  his  hand  on  the  collar  of  his 
enemy,  and  had  to  carry  his  sketching  materials  to 
boot. 

However,  "  Time  and  the  hour  run  through  the 
longest  day,"  and  they  finally  reached  the  haunts  of 
men  when  the  dusk  was  growing  apace. .  The  English- 
man  now  fastened  his  companion  to  a  tree,  knowing  that 
the  follo wing  morning  would  see  him  freed  by  wayfarers, 
and  with  a  parting  "Buona  notte,  dormite  bene!"  left 
him  to  ruminate  on  the  day's  occurrences. 

When  Jules  arrived  according  to  his  promise,  he 
found  Corpo  di  Cava  in  an  uproar.  Charles  and  Antonia 
had  disappeared,  no  one  knew  whither,  and  Giovanni, 
her  betrothed,  had  that  morning  been  disco vered  fastened 
to  a  tree  by  the  English  heretic,  who  after  threatening 
to  murder  him  (and  he  showed  a  scratch  on  his  throat 
in  evidence),  had  left  him  ali  night  pinioned  in  a  lonely 
road,  in  order  to  carry  off  his  bride  ! 

The  police  had  taken  up  the  business,  and  as  Jules 
liked  not  the  angry  looks  he  encountered  from  ali  the 
indignant  peasants,  nor  the  anathemas — however  de- 
served — heaped  on  his  friend  by  the  paroco,  he  took 
his  departure  •  for  Naples,  intending  there  to  set  some 
inquiries  on  foot. 
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N.B. — I  Lave  since  heard  that  Charles  was  seen 
dancing  at  a  London  soirée,  where  he  was  made  much 
of  by  the  ladies  ;  he  talked  of  writing  his  travels  in  the 
South. 

Query  :  Where  is  Antonia  ? 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

"  Where  can  the  voice  come  from  ?" 

I  was  quietly  seated  in  my  window,  intently  reading  a 
thrilling  story,  and  had  got  my  heroine  into  the  direst 
trouble,  without  an  idea  how  she  was  to  be  got  ont  of  it 
again,  when  the  voice  startled  me  !  Not  that  it  was 
startling  and  loud  in  itself,  far  from  it,  being  cautious  and 
low,  and  evidently  intended  to  be  heard  only  by  the  person 
addressed  ;  but  even  a  whisper  will  make  one  jump, 
when  deep  in  the  interest  of  the  third  volume  of  a 
novel  ! 

"  Hist  !  hist  !  signorina  !" 

I  let  the  book  fall  from  my  hands,  and  looked  into  the 
road  ;  two  or  three  half-starved  fowls  were  spitting  and 
spluttering  at  each  other  over  some  treasure  trove  ;  ali 
the  cottage  doors  were  closed,  and  their  inmates  absent  ; 
beyond,  in  the  masseria,  I  noticed  some  men  busy  in  the 
tobacco  field,  but  they  were  too  distant — "  it  was  only 
my  fancy,"  and  I  returned  to  my  book,  cross  at  the 
interruption. 

"Hist!  hist!  signorina!" 

This  tirne,  at  least,  it  was  not  fancy,  and  risine  from 
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my  chair,  I  stood  on  the  balcony,  and  looked  up  the 
road  and  down  the  road  ;  then  into  the  garden,  where 
the  trees  waved  and  rustled  pleasantly  in  the  cool  breeze» 
and,  afterwards,  not  intohut  under  "  my  lady's  chamber,'' 
when  I  perceived  a  dark  visage  emerging  from  among 
the  leaves  of  a  tornata  plant  and  sundry  strings  of  poma- 
role  hanging  to  dry  in  the  sun,  and  nearly  blocking  up  a 
little  window  under  our  apartment. 

The  wing  pertaining  to  Casa  0  stands  about  a 

dozen  or  more  feet  back  from  the  road,  and  some  of  our 
Windows  occupy  the  two  sides  of  the  angle  thus  formed. 
A  peasant  lives  beneath,  and  from  my  window,  on  one 
side,  I  can  see  any  one  in  the  loophole  under  our  bal- 
cony, on  the  other. 

"  Teresa  !    Did  you  cali  ?    What  do  you  want  ?" 

"  Zitto  !  zitto  !    'Oellenza,  are  you  alone  V 

"Alone?  yes  ;  but  why  are  you  making  such  a 
mystery  ?" 

"  Una  preghiera,  'ustrissima." 

"  Well,  say  on  ;  but  speak  a  little  louder,  for  I  can 
scarce  hear  a  word  you  say." 

As  the  peasants  always  whisper  their  requests  with 
the  greatest  mystery,  for  fear  the  neighbours  should 
overhear  and  back  the  petitions  on  their  own  account,  I 
made  su  re  this  was  to  be  a  request  for  clothes  or  money 
ere  our  approaching  departure.  These  people  are  such 
arrant  beggars  that,  like  the  daughters  of  the  horse-leech, 
they  are  for  ever  crying,  "give!  give  !"  and  yet,  poor 
creatures,  their  poverty  is  so  extrenie  that  one  cannot 
blame  them. 

Teresa  resumed,  in.  cautious  tones,  44  Signorina,  un 
galantuomo  has  seen  you  at  the  spezieria.11 
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"  Seen  me  at  the  chemist's  ?  I  dare  say  ali  Cava 
knows  that  I  went  there  !    It  was  no  secret." 

"  S'intende  !  but  he  desires  a  preghiera  di  V.  E." 

"  He  !    Who  ?    What  preghiera  V  ' 

"Oh  !  'cellenza,  don't  talk  so  loud,  per  carità  !  The 
galantuomo  has  a  fine  house  at  Vietri,  he  is  very  rich, 
alto,  co1  capilli  niri  arriciati  :  è  bello  com'  a  Bui  (voi) 
'cellenza  !  (here  she  kissed  her  fingers  with  a  smack  to 
denote  perfection).  He  has  come  to  me  several  mora- 
iugs,  to  get  me  to  address  V.  E.  for  him  ;  he  wants  to 
speak  to  you." 

"  Teresa  !  How  dare  you  hring  me  such  a  message?" 
and  outraged  dignity  turns  to  dose  the  window. 

"  Oh,  'cellenza  !  Sant'  Anna  !  What  wiU  become  of 
me  ì  It  is  not  my  fault  ;  what  could  I  do  ?  I  spoke  to 
your  maid,  but  she  would  not  take  the  message,  and  to 
Maria,  who  desired  me  not  to  mention  it  to  you  ;  but  the 
signorino  comes  every  day  a  prima  mattina  to  scold  me 
and  hurry  me,"  (sob,  sob)  "and  what  answer  shall  I 
give  ?" 

"  Answer  V 

"  Oh,  'ustrissima  !  don't  look  so  angry  ;  "  (more  sobs) 
"  there  is  nothing  to  be  angry  at  ;  Italian  ladies  are  not 
displeased  ;  and  the  galantuomo  will  come  for  an  answer, 
and  what  shall  I  teli  him!" 

"  Teli  him  ?  Teli  him,  that  if  Italian  ladies  are  not 
displeased  at  such  messages,  English  ladies  are  !  They 
are  not  accustomed  to  hold  assignations  and  back-door 
conferences  with  strange  galantuomini,  who  are  unac- 
quainted  with  their  family;  and  as  for  you.  Teresa,"  &c, 
a  violent  storni  of  sobs  bear  evidence  to  the  severity  of 
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the  scolding,  ere  outraged  dignity  finally  closes  the  win- 
dow  with  a  bang. 

Simpson  entering  the  room  at  that  instant,  she  under- 
went  an  exaraination  as  to  the  truth  of  Teresa's  words, 
that  she  had  been  pressed  into  the  gentleman^  service  ; 
she  confirmed  the  entire  statement,  telling  me  that  the 
woman  had  applied  to  her  a  week  before,  desiring  her  to 
inforni  the  signorina  of  the  galantuomo^  sentiments,  and 
his  wish  to  speak  to  her  in  Teresa's  cottage,  but  Simpson 
told  the  latter  she  dared  not  deliver  such  a  message. 
Then  the  Neapolitan  housemaid  was  appealed  to,  but  she 
went  direct  to  the  lady's  maid,  who  cautioned  her  against 
incurring  the  signorina's  wrath,  and  gave  Teresa  another 
seolding. 

In  the  meantime,  "capelli  arricciati"  being  impatient, 
visited  Teresa  every  morning  by  cockcrow,  to  know  what 
progress  had  been  made  ;  upon  which  the  latter,  doubt- 
less  trembling  for  the  fate  of  the  promised  douceur, 
resolved  to  run  ali  risks,  and  go  direct  to  the  fountain- 
head,  which  resolution  she  carried  into  effect  on  this 
fortunate  occasion  of  my  being  alone. 

Truly,  our  English  mode  of  declaring  "  la  belle  pas- 
sion  "  is  very  commonplace  and  stupid  compared  to  this, 
and  one  may  visit  every  watering-place  in  "  merrie  Eng- 
land  "  without  being  requested  to  hold  secret  conferences 
with  galantuomini  in  peasant's  cottages  !  Nevertheless, 
I  think  that  in  our  cloudy  isle,  we  should  choose  some 
romantic  spot  near  lake  or  waterfall,  or  picturesque  giade, 
carpeted  with  violets  and  primroses,  for  a  trysting-place, 
where  damp  and  a  cold  in  the  head  would  be  the  greatest 
dangers  incurred  ;  but,  at  Naples,  love  is  really  blind  to 
such  entourages,  and  selects  a  peasant's  hut,  careless  of 
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odours  and  dirt,  chiekens  and  looms,  piles  of  dried  grass, 
and  smoking;  heartks. 

Oharminp'  abne^ation  of  self! 

My  dear  young  ladies,  I  have  made  this  confession 
wholly  for  your  sakes,  hiding  my  blushes  behind  this 
page,  which  acts  as  a  medium  between  us  :  as  there  is  no 
chance  of  my  identity  being  discovered,  I  thought  I 
would  gratify  your  romantic  little  hearts  by  relating  a 
true  instance  of  Neapolitan  love-making. 

The  last  time  I  drove  through  Vietri,  with  some 
friends,  we  saw  the  house ,  and  as  T  noticed  its  handsome, 
roomy  appearance,  I  almost  feared  I  had  been  rather  too 
precipitate  ;  and  my  heart  somewhat  relented  towards 
"  capelli  arricciati."    What  would  you  have  done  ? 

And  now,  dear  reader,  my  Diary  is  ended.  The  car- 
riages  are  waiting  to  convey  us  to  the  station,  not  at 
Nocera,  but  Cava,  where  the  opening  of  the  line  has 
occasioned  prodigious  commotion  ;  it  ascends  ali  the  way 
from  Nocera,  and  a  peculiar  engine,  whose  loud  buzz 
comes  hooming  through  the  valley,  has  been  especially 
constructed,  with  force  sufficient  to  drag  the  train  up 
hill.  In  a  few  years  it  will  be  extended  to  Vietri,  and 
the  green  plain  of  La  Valle  is  already  being  tunnelled 
beneath  for  this  purpose.  The  railroad  brings  prospe- 
rity  to  Cava,  a  new  hotel  is  projected,  more  houses  are 
everywhere  springing  up,  and  the  value  of  land  is  in- 
creased.  May  the  poverty  and  wretchedness  which  now 
abound  among  the  peasantry,  be  likewise  mitigated  some 
day! 

I  see  that  ali  the  old  beggarmen  (who  have  hitherto 
come  on  separate  days,  each  for  his  weekly  grano)  have 
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got  notice  of  our  departure,  and  are  seated  ori  one  of  the 
benches,  waiting  to  wisli  us  a  buon  viaggio  ! 

Poor  Donna  Maddalena,  the  mad  woman,  who  fancies 
herself  in  love  with  a  march esino,  and  has  visited  us 
every  Sunday  for  a  hunch  of  bread  and  a  handful  of 
fruit,  at  which  times  she  would  question  me  about  her 
lover,  and  beg  me  to  try  and  soften  his  adamantine  heart 

'  O  ti 

— she,  poor  soul,  is  seated  in  state  on  the  opposite  bench, 
allowing  no  inferior  person  to  approach  her,  as  she  adorns 
herself  from  the  heap  of  odds  and  ends  we  bave  given 
her.  Poor  Maddalena  !  I  bave  often  thought,  could 
we  know  her  history,  that  the  marchesino  she  naines 
might  prove  to  be  not  altogether  a  myth  ! 

Ali  the  peasants  are  gathering  round  the  open  porte 
cochère,  to  kiss  our  hands  and  speed  us  on  our  way  ;  even 
Teresa  risks  a  frown,  and  joins  the  throng.  And  now 
one  carriage  is  packed  with  the  luggage,  and  the  other  is 

waiting  for  us  :  the  0  -s  have  come  to  take  leave,  and 

I  am  summoned  to  depart. 

Farewell,  dear  friends  !  I  have  lingered  over  my 
"  Recollections,"  unwillmg  to  part  with  their  sweet 
remembrance,  and  if  I  have  been  prosy  or  trivial  in  my 
descriptions,  lay  aside  these  pages  with  a  lenient  sen- 
tence.  But  my  wish  has  been  to  show  you  etenjday 
country  life  in  the  sunny  south,  to  make  you  acquainted 
with  my  old  friends  the  Neapolitans,  and,  above  ali,  to 
point  out  the  beauties  of  dear,  lovely  La  Cava  !  The 
peaceful  days  I  have  spent  in  that  "Happy  Valley" 
make  me  desire  that  others  may  enjoy  the  sanie,  and 
therefore  I  say  to  ali  travellers,  whose  time  hangs  heavy 
on  their  hands, 

"Go  to  La  Cava,  and  explore  its  treasures  P 

z 


338 


LA  CAVA. 


Adieu  to  the  beautiful  valley  !  a  long  farewell  to  the 
wood-covered  mountains,  whose  solernn  grandeur  soothed 
inany  a  heartaching  hour  !  Farewell  to  the  southern 
sumnier  sky,  so  cloudless  and  serene,  arching  overhead 
like  a  vault  of  sapphire  !  Farewell  to  the  blue  Mediter- 
ranean,  with  its  transparent  depths  glancing  and  spark- 
ling  like  liquid  sii  ver,  in  the  cairn  beauty  of  the  summer 
nights  ! 

Farewell  to  the  land  of  ray  youth  ! — to  my  Home  ! — 
to  my  Friends  ! 

"  Quando  vedi  a  notte  bruna, 
Fosca  fiamma  in  la  laguna, 
Quando  senti  in  suon  di  pianto, 
Gondolier  che  scioglie  il  canto  : 
Deh  !  a  me  pensa  ed  un-  sospiro 
Dona  al  mesto  Pellegrin  ! 

"  Ah  !  per  me  quel  colle  ameno, 
Quel  bel  sol,  quel  ciel  sereno, 
L'aura,  il  rio,  la  selva  mesta, 
Tu  pietosa  almen  saluta. 
E  a  me  pensa  ed  un  sospiro, 
Dona  al  mesto  Pellegrin  !"* 

*  Principe  Belgiojoso, 


THE  END, 


P.  SHOBERL,  PRINTER,  37,  DEAN  STREET.  SOHO.  W, 


1 


